
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



NYPL HESEARCK UBRARtES 

||M||*|| 



3 3433 07576944 2 



Leijox Library 



.n- 







rtTTTrr" 




PROSE, 



A VOBT. 



Dwell in lome iiSle bnia, 

And ftnciei fond with gaudy ihapei poneii, 

Ai thick mfl nambetlen 

Ai the g«y motei that people the >an4ietniB. 

IL FBHftXBOSO. 



That stram I heaid wai of a higher mood. 

I LTCIDAS. 



m TWO VOLVMBS. 



VOL. I. 



PHILADELPHIA: : :; 

rUBUSIBtB BT ABBAHAlf 8XALK. 
WiOiain Bfewikt Ftinter* 

1824. 



DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN 

THE READER AND THIS BOOK. 



Reader, — Prose ! — so it is ; at least the greater 
part of it ; and that which looks like verse may 
be the most prosaic of all. 

Book, — True ; but to make amends, you may 
expect that the prose of a poet will be poetical. 

Reader. — K I thought so, I would fling you 
into the fire at once ; for next to maudlin verse 
I hate '' drunken prose.** ' Your title, to be sure, 
is a little ominous ;— -what does it mean ? 

Book. — Every book must have a title, as 
every man must have a name. 

Reader. — But the title ought t6 be signifi- 
cant of the contents. 

^ooA:.*— No more than a man's name need be 
indicative of his character, which, however 
fashionable among savages, could not be tole- 
rated in civil society. 

-Hearfer.— No, indeed ; we shoulol soon be all 
savages again, if it were so :-— who would choose 
to be reminded of what he was-— a tiger, a bear, 
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or a buffalo, like a wild Indian who glories in 
the resemblance,— every time his name was 
pronounced? But it is quite another thing 
with books, which have no feelings to be hurt. 

Book, — But we have characters to lose, and 
it would, be infatuation to throw them away on 
the outset. Great authors, who ought to be the 
best judges what to call their offspring, have 
often given them titles which were masks rather 
than manifestations of their purpose. ^' The 
Diversions of Pur ley ^'' who could expect to be 
tasked with a game at hard words after such a 
holiday decoy ? Take the other aspect of this 
double-faced sph5mx — " Ea-f « vrt^cura, ;'* make 
"winged words'* of these, and still, so far as 
concerns the subject (happily hieroglyphic as 
they are), they will be '' Heathen Greek^' not 
to the vulgar only, but to the learned them- 
selves. 

Reader. — Yes ; but when you have got into 
the spirit of the treatise you will understand the 
propriety of the one title, and pardon the affec- 
tation of the other. 

Book, — My author asks no more for me and 
mine. , 

J^earfer.— .Who is your author ? 

Book, — That is a secret with which, you see, 
he has not entrusted me. 

Reader. — What ! don't you know who wrote 
you I 

Book. — ^I should be the wisest book that ever 
wa^ written, if I did ; and that I am sure you do 
not expect me to be. 
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Reader ^-^NOi nor desire you ; it will be suffi- 
cient if you are wise enough for me to und^- 
stand, without the trouble of being made wiser 
by reading you. 

Book,— Since you are so reasonable, I will tell 
you all that I know about my author, which is 
just so much as he has been pleased to commu- 
nicate to me for your information. 

Reader, — A mighty civil gentleman ! On 
what authority does he call himself a poet ? 

Book, — Many good people have called him 
one, and he was vei^y willing to take their word 
for it. Yet, considering the contradictory opi- * 
nioQs of the most erudite judges between Lon- 
don and Edinburgh, his claim is very question- 
able. 

Reader, — He would be no poet if it were 
otherwise. There is not a plot of ground on 
Parnassus for which the owner could show an 
undisputed title. The whole mountain has been 
in the chancery of criticism ever since a foot of 
it was enclosed from the waste. 

Book. — In that venerable court my author has 
been so intemperately reviled, and so indiscreetly 
extolled, by volunteer pleaders, whose sincerity 
could not be questioned,. since on both sides they 
were un-feed^ that if he had not clung to a 
doubt of the chancellor (the public,) in his fa- 
vour,— between assailants and defenders, his re- 
putation flnust have been crushed fur ev4|r. At 
present, like the variable star in the head of 
Medusa, he graduates between a luminary of 
the third and one of the n sixth magnitude, a^ 
A* 2 
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"the mttse of fire" burns bright or dim within 
him. 

JReader.^-^H^ he so little spirit as to rank him- 
self among poets at all, with such subaltern pr^> 
tensions ? 

Book, — No doubt he keeps his best opinion 
of himself at home for the gratification of his 
private vanity ; but as before the world he does 
not claim to be of the highest order, and as there 
is no contention for inferior degrees, nobody 
will envy the mediocrity which he assumes. 

Reader, -^Righti for there is no golden mean 
in poetry, of all kinds of verse middling being 
the worst ; because that which is worse than it 
may become better, whereas middling never 
mends ; the fermentation is past. 

^ooA:.—- You will be the more satisfied to meet 
my author in prose, the middle way in that line 
being very passable, as times go. But I assure 
you, he gave me my present equivocal title for 
two good reasons. 

Reader, — Twice as many as I could have 
imagined. — ^What are they ? 

jBooA:.— The first I have anticipated ; — every 
book must be distinguished from every other. 

Reader,^~^l£^Xhc second be as rational, they 
shall both pass. 

Book, — Hear it then candidly ;— as my con- 
tents are a little fantastical, he hoped that in 
sitting.down to read Prose^ avowedly by a Poety 
you would be prepared to make allowance for 
more than ordinary indulgence of imagination 
in the faUe, sentiments, and styfe of these mis- 
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cellanies, which have beeQ thrown off at long 
intervals, . and principally on private occasions^ 
daring the last ten years. The number and bulk 
of such things in his portfolio at length made 
him think that a selection from fugitive piecesy 
many of which had pleased in a small circle, 
might be acceptable to the public. 

Reader, — Speak out at once, and tell the old 
story, that the author was prevailed upon thus to 
expose himself by the' importunity of friends. 

Book, — Had it been so, the only gratitude 
due for such inhuman kindness would be to re- 
tort the disgrace upon the promoters of it by 
such an acknowledgment. Most probably my 
author has friends as blind and as foolish as 
other people*s,-^indeed, it would be little to his 
credit if he had not ; but be this as it may, I am 
not aware that one of them, when I am an- 
nounced, will suspect whence I conAe,till among 
ray contents are discovered some of their old 
acquaintance. 

Reader, — Then he does nbt intend to be a 
Great Unknown ? 

^oo^.-—He only fears that he shall be less 
known than the '^ man in the iron mask/' to 
whom that notoriety belongs. 

Reader,^ At any rate, his name will come 
out ; for they must be friends indeed who can 
keep their friend's secret, whether to his credit 
or not. 

J9oo^.-— 'Especially when that may be the only 
thing about me which any body else will care to 
know. But it is neither to the commendations 
of friends, nor the censures of enemies, that he 
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looks for success or failure ; he has already 
proved the impotence of both to disturb the 
level of his own buoyancy for more than a month 
at a time. He awaits his sentence from you, 
and you only. 

Reader, — ^From me ! — what can he know of 
me? 

Book, — No more than you may conjecture of 
him^ — that you are in existence. Your name, 
figure, rank, accomplishments, and fifty things 
besides, are as hidden from him as his own are 
from you ; though, in that respect, it is proba- 
ble that you will soon have the advantage, by 
learning more of him than will satisfy your cu- 
riosity, and cause you to throw me aside unread, 
on the credit of my poetical predecessors. 

Reader. ^^1 am not so capricious; the very 
change from verse to pro^e secures my goodwill 
at least. 

Book.'^l have told you my author knows that 
yoxx are; moreover he foresaw that I should 
meet you at this time, in this place, and that 
we should have such conversation together ; for 
which he prepared me with the answers already 
given to your very natural enquiries. 

Reader, — Humph ! no small proof of sagaci- 
ty I — But how are you sure that I am the person 
whom he had in his " mind's eye !" 

Jtoo^.— Only because you can be no other ; 

and though you assume a thousand forms, and 

be as many ladies and gentlemen as you please, 

' at once or in suscession^-^indeed the more the 

merrier for him)— yet are you invariably the 
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person, the very person,, to whom he has sent 
a direct message by me. 

Reader, — A message !— what is it ? 

Book, — Wjiy, when he turned me out alone 
into the wide world, to seek my fortune, — after 
twenty vain efforts to write a character for me, 
in the shape of a preface, which should justify 
my title, apologise for my contents, anticipate 
criticism, and soften the sternest reviewer into 
graciousness, he dropt his pen on the floor in 
despair, and with a look of forlornness that cast 
a shade of melancholy over my lightest pages, 
— I wish you may not find the blight of it there 
still,— he took me up in his arms, — I was then 
in my manuscript or chrysalis state, and a vast 
deal more bulky than in my present butterfly 
form, — I say he took me up in his arms, like an 
affectionate parent, which I assure you he is, 
loving me for my very faults, because I fear in 
his heart he loves them, — was there ever such a 
zigzag sentence of digressions ? — to make all 
straight, my author took me up and thus ad- 
dressed me: — 

" My little Book, 
<^ I have done all that I could for you, consis- 
tent with my incorrigible indolence and consti- 
tutional imbecility. I have given you a mode- 
rate education, — to me a very expensive one,— 
and made you as much like myself as such a 
child ought to be like such a father. This I 
fear may be no great recommendation ; and yet 
it cannot be quite unavailing, since that which 
18 genuine,' however humble in its kind, will 
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not be entirely unwelcome where it encounters 
human sympathy. I send you abroad, a stran- 
ger among strangers ; and your success hence- 
forward must depend partly upon yourself, but 
chiefly upon a certain personage whom you will 
meet on your travels to the world's end, (and 
to the end of the world, if* you can live so long,) 
in as many shapes, colours, and sizes as there 
are clouds in the firmament. This person, 
wherever found, and under whatever disguise, 
you will always know at first sight ; for 1 need 
not teach you the signs of free-masohry between 
a Book and a Reader: but, remember, that the 
latter must always be addressed as ^' gentle ;" 
and the more crabbed in reality your patron ap- 
pears, the more courteous you must be, both 
for my sake and your own. Wherefore, when 
you come into the presence of this multitu- 
dinous and ubiquitarian being, say thus from 
roe: — 

« < Gentle Reader, 

^< ^ Take this Book as a token of sincere es- 
teem from one whom you may never have 
known, but who, while invisible as your guar- 
dian angel, like him has long been employed in 
secret offices of kindness on your behalf. Be- 
lieve me, all the time, labour, study, watchjng, 
and, if you will allow it, all the talent expended 
on its composition, were fervently devoted to 
your service. Though you may deem some of 
these pages too trifling, others too grave, a few 
too florid, and many too dull, yet in all moods 
and vagaries of mind, I have had the two-fold 
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object in view^ — to amuse if I could, and bene- 
fit if I might, the good-natured reader. When 
I have succeeded in one of these, I cannot have 
miscarried altogether in the other; for in 
the wildest humours, amidst reveries of egotism, 
sallies of fancy, and mazes of description, I 
have never lost sight of some moral aim, 
though I have not always placed it ostentatious- 
ly before your eye :— at the same time, in my 
most portentous lucubrations, ^ I have endea- 
voured to embellish, though I may have failed 
to illustrate those solemn and eternal verities, 
which I will not say I have ventured to intro- 
duce occasionally, but which, repulsive a$ they 
may be to some whom I would fain conciliate, 
I have not dared to exclude altogether from a 
work principally intended for intellectual dissi- 
pation in leisure hours. 

<^ ^ I have done my part to please you ; and if 
you do half as much to be pleased, neither of us 
will have reason to complain. Readers in ge- 
neral are little aware how much of the enter- 
tainment of such works depends upon them- 
selves. If you, my gentle friend, are one of 
these, make the experiment with my little book : 
do your best to be delighted with it ; and if 
there be stars in heaven, or flowers on earth, 
you shall not lose your labour.' " 

So saying, .my author dismissed me. I have 
come from his hands to place myself in yours, 
where I lie at your mercy. 

Recidevf'^l will do you justice. 
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PKOSE, BY A POET. 



PEN, INK, AND PAPER* 

There was little in my ink-stand, and nothin|; 
in niy head, when I sat down, with a fair sheet 
of Bathepost before me, to write an essay for 
a lady's portfolio. At first, with .a degree of 
self-complacency, which pcrhap« none but an 
author in favour can feel, I contemplated the 
blank under my eye, which was about to be en- 
livened by my wit, or enriched with my elo- 
quence. As I mended ray pen to begin^ thought 
I, — the wisest man on earth could not antici- 
pate what I shall do here, nor the shrewdest 
guess the subject which will speedily adorn 
these pages, Jor I myself am not yet in the 
secret, nor do I know what I am going tp write« 
This reflection startled me, and, " What will 
it be?" came with such importunity into my 
mind, that I could not help replying, " What 
indeed 1" There was silence among my thoughts, 
— a dead silence ; and though I called them,—- 
called them repeatedly and earnestly, as if Ig 
were a drowning man, to come to my assistance, 
not one would move or speak. I looked with 
consternation around^ but saw nothing except 
Vol. I.— A 
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pen, ink, and paper ; — ^nay, do ^hat I would, I 
could make no more of them; pen, ink, atid 
paper they were and remained. Every mo- 
ment increased my perplexity, for whatever 
might be their good will, or their occult capa- 
bilities, they could do nothing for me of them- 
selves; the pen could not go to the ink, the 
ink could not come to the paper, the paper 
could not pour forth ideas and array itself with 
words, as the earth in spring throws o^t verdure 
and flowers from its bosom, spontaneously 
spreading beauty and fertility where all had 
been waste and barren before. Alas ! my im- 
maculate sheet lay in view, like an untrodden 
wilderness of snow, which i must cross, with- 
ovit a bush, or a knoll, or u single inequality 
on the surface, to guide my course, or awaken 
one pleasing association amidst the dreary 
monotony of scene. And truly if it had, been 
what it so chillingly resembled — the very sight 
of it, freezing my blood— I felt just then, as 
though I would rather have been ^' the man 
perishing amidst the snow,'* in immortality of 
▼erse, than the living being that I was, by a 
comfortable fireside, with no perils to fear be- 
yond such as I might encounter at a mahogany 
writing-desk, in traversing with my finger-ends 
m feV sheets of cream-coloured paper. To 
consummate my misery, I recollected that one 
of my fair friend's correspondents being in a 
similar dilemma, though not, as in my case* 
from the folly of self-confidence, had the felicity 
to faH asle^ and dream so entertainingly, that 
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I only wondered how he could find in his heart 
to awake, unless it was for the pleasure of' 
telling his dream. But though fervently invok- 
ed, Apollo in no shape, and least of all in the 
shape of Morpheus, would come to my relf^f ; 
nor could 1 dream of sleeping in such <listres8) 
for if I had slept, whatever were my visionS) 
pen, ink, and paper would haunt me through 
them, and I knew that when I awoke I should 
find nothing before me but pen, ink, and paper 
still. 

Again, with a feeling too forlorn tp be re- 
membered without a repalse of it, I took up my 
pen; the ink had ali^ady dried in it, though 
not a line had been written except that shortest 
and sweetest. and easiest of all, as every body 
knows, *' Dear Madam J'' I cast my eye down 
the first page of the paper, and if it had been an 
indictment for petty larceny, I could scarcely 
have faced it with more horror ;-*-it was as 
white, and as smooth, and as empty as ever ! 
I turned to the ink -stand, and looked into it^ 
like Esop's thirsty cfow into the pitcher with a 
drop of water at the bottom, which the saga- 
cious bird,— it could not be the same crow that 
let the cheese fall out of his beak into the fox's 
chops, — raised to the brim by dropping pebble 
after pebble into it. But my difficulty was not 
to bring the ink out of the stand, but the mean- 
ing out of the ink. " Ah !" quoth I, gently 
shaking it," here lies the quintessence of all 
science, all art, all invention, all expression. 
This drop of ink could speak all languages, 
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discover all secrets, communicate all feelings, 
display all knowledge, detect all sophistry. 
There is not a thought wjiich the heart of man 
can conceive, or a word which human lips can 
utter, but it is here,— absolutely in my ha;rid, 
befote my eyes ; yet I am so blind, or so stupid, 
that I can discern nothing but a decoction of 
nut-galls and copperas. O that I had a talis- 
man, which would enable me to call up from 
this dark pool all the ' legions, angel rforms,' 
■who lie * entranced* within it 

* Thick as autumnal leaves that strew the brooks 
In Yallotnbrosa.' 

ParaiMse Lost, Book I. 

*' O that I had a chemical test, whereby I 
might analyze this little fluid, and learn,— -not 
%vhat it is made of, but what might be made of 
it! I am too dull at present to fish up a single 
idea from the bottom : yet if ten thousand peo- 
ple were to sit down to the experitneot, each 
one would produce something different from 
every other : and were they all to record their 
lucubrations in this ink, with this pen, on this 
paper, their themes, their thoughts, their dic- 
tion, would appear as diverse as their faces, 
their voices, and their hand-writing." 

Fanciful as this soliloquy may seem to my ^ 
readers, to me it was a golden key, which of its 
own accord unlocked a casket of curious spe- 
culations, so dazzling, attractive, and number- 
less, that I knew not where to begin, or which 
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to select. It was evident, however, on the 
first glance at this treasure, that I might fill my 
paper with a descriptive catalogue of only a 
few of the gems, while the mine whence they 
came would be as exhaustless as the collective 
imaginations of all minds that ever have beeOf 
are, or will be in this world of everlasting vi- 
cissitude. Accordingly, in brisker spirits, I 
snatched up the pen once more, though it 
trembled like a living thing between my fingers^ 
so impatient did I feel to fix down with it one 
of those fleeting visionaries which a breath or 
a motion might startle away, and for ever dis- 
solve the enchantment. And thus I began with 
the first that I could touch. 

If I were little Jackey Jessamy, ten years 
old last Candlemas, with a flaxen poll, rosy 
cheeks, and a frilled shirt-neck ;— •and if, hav- 
ing mastered pot-hooks and strokes, I had made 
my way into joined hand, — with this pen, from 
this ink, on this paper, I should be Inditing, 
" Fortune favors the brave,^**-*^'* Custom is se- 
cond nature,"-—" Be wise betimes ; shun darl- 
ing crimes," with other saws and maxims 
equally elegant and edifying, — which no time, 
no space, no circumstance could ever blot out 
from the tablet of memory ; though for the 
tinnc present, so far from improving either my 
morals or my handwriting by the exercise, I 
might be playing truant in my headt and whip- 
ping a top,' or. striking a ball with all my 
heart.-^But if I were Jackey's mamma, and 
through means of this same apparatus were car- 
A 2 
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responding with his schoolmaster, on the best 
method of spoiling the dear boy, there is no 
doubt but that, with due maternal tenderness, I 
would expatiate upon his naturally quick parts, 
and give special warning that these should not 
be blunted by too much study; for reading 
wears the eyes, writing soils the fingers, and 
arithmetic wrinkles the forehead before its 
time : — ^but I would recommend the utmost care 
of his person, the free indulgence of his gin- 
gerbread appetite, and the most conscientious 
Jieglect of his morals. — Ah I then, a hundred to 
one but this very letter would be the death - 
■warrant to the poor lad's best interests ; which, 
being duly executed by the obsequious peda- 
gogue, would cause him to leave school with as 
little head as the fondest parent could desire to 
see on his heir apparent's shoulders, to main- 
tain the family imbecility, and transmit it un- 
impaii:ed to posterity. 

Were I an enamoured youth, dying of three 
days' banishment from the fair one, in the light 
of whose eyes alone I could live, from this black 
magazine I should draw dames, and darts, and 
• all the artillery of love to assail her; with this 
pel) I should inscribe this paper with figures 
and fantasies so numbprless and heterogeneous^, 
that it might seem a scroll of " hieroglyphics, 
elder than the Nile," utterly undecypherable by 
any, except the initiated nymph. — But were I 
the damsel herself, atid as simple as the wood- 
lark that warbles on the ground, while the bird- 
lime along the snare is already falling upon its 
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wings, though I had never seen amy thing of the 
sort before, it may be presumed, that the kindly 
instinct of nature alone would teach me to in- 
terpret every cabalistic character ; and, in re- 
plying to his address, my heart, by sympathy 
with his, would draw from the same fountain, — 
this identical inkstand, — hopes and fears, anxie- 
ties and blandishments, to cheer, distress, per- 
plex and delight him to his wits' end. 

A fit of higher frenzy seized me here. " Away 
with juvenility and feminility !" I exclaimed. 
"Hark! — I hear trumpets, — I see armies, — 
they are rushing to battle,*— and I ^m at the 
head, — at the head of the British ; — I am Wel- 
lington, — Wellington at Waterloo, — Welling- 
ton against Bonaparte! The combat thickens; 
the enemy pours upon us faster and fiercer, and 
heavier at every charge; we stand, but we stand 
to fall on every side, — and yet we stand: we 
grow smaller and denser, but more invincible 
still. While the balance of victory trembles so 
uncertainly, that a laureMeaf from the head of 
either commander might turn the scale, — ^I see 
the happy moment on which depends the fate 
o£ ages, — I seize it ; I dart my own spirit at 
once through the breast of every Briton ; — there 
is but one man in the field, and every soldier is 
a linnb of him ; — there is but one soul, it is Wel- 
lington's. We roll upon the foe, exhausted with 
countless and fruitless assaults;— he yields, and 
Bonaparte, his arms and his empire are no more. 
I sit down at the drum head to write dispatches. 
Tbis p^D) with this inky retraces the conflict; 
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the field of Waterloo, with Europe for the prize, 
is fought and won again on this paper; this 
sheet becomes the proudest record of human 
history." 

^ What a dream of delirium is this 1 Anibi* 
tion begone. I am myself again : but in an in* 
stant my soul undergoes a new transmigration. 
Who am I now ?— A man of honour, with no- 
thing of Wellington about mc except the sword 
at my side. I have a friend ; I have only one in 
the world; and he is principally my friend to 
protect me against my greatest enemy ;— that 
greatest enemy is myselfr Of course there is 
war between us every day in one form or ano- 
ther, and I am never victorious but when he has 
beaten me into mastership of myself. He meets 
me at day -break, reeking from the gaming-table, 
where I have lost my money and my senses, and 
am rushing forth I know not whither, and I know 
not for what; but there is a strange misgiving 
about me, as if a fiend dragged me by the hair 
of the head to a nameless solitude, which has 
often haunted my imagination,— there to commit 
* a deed without a name I* My friend arrests 
me, insults me; that is, he stops me and speaks 
kindly to me; I resent his impertinence, and 
repulse him in fury. He still keeps his temper^- 
that is intolerable; he tries to soothe, but that 
inflames me to madness of revenge. I burst 
away from him ; the foul fiend carries me off in 
anoUier directionr— for though a fatality of self- 
destruction lay upon me before, yet now my ho- 
nour requires that I should first shoot my friend 
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through tho body, I cannot dto In pooce, unleat 
I dispatch him to moot me as an accuier at the 
har of eternal ju8t)ce« when I appear there wUh 
hU blood and my own upon my head« I reach 
my miserable home ; I take this pent this ink$ 
tlus paper» prepi^re a challenge^ and send it ofi^ 
hold>-<-I must not go a step further in such a 
career ; 1 will not be a man of honour another 
moment/' 

Pen, ink> and paper are still before mey as at 

first; and neither copies at school, a letter full 

of maternal solicitude^ billets doux, dispatchea> 

nor challenges have been produced. I look 

ag«in at the ink, in which the elements of a}l 

knowledge are blended indistinguishably, and I 

think, «« J(f I were a poet !'' Why nothing in 

the world is easier than to thinkoneself a poet,— 

and next to it, nothing more common than to be 

thought so by others 1— Ay e, but to ke a poet !— > 

whyi to be sure, that is quite a different thing. 

Well, but if I were a poet, how could I illumine 

these blank leaves, and adorn them with ima« 

^917 more imperishable than the sculptures of 

Greece ? If, lor example \ I were Scott ?«-Jm« 

possible \ Campbell ^«"4)ext to impossible ! By* 

ron ?«— more than impossible ! Make what you 

\i ill of the phrase, it is not a thousandth part so 

;ibsurd as the thought. Well then, if I were 

Sxuithey ?— No. Wordsworth ?— No, Bloom* 

!)clcl ?— No. Moore ^— *No, I was so dishear« 

:cnecl by these negatives, that I durst not haxard 

another (/; but it was my good fortune to fall 

inmediaiely into a brown study, when, to my 
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astonishment and delight, the afore-named per- 
sonages, one by one, came into the room, and 
sitting down on the very chair which I had oc- 
cupied, — how I happened to vacate my seat I 
know not, any more than by what spell t was 
replaced in it, at the end of two hours,— each in 
his turn made use of my pen, ink, and paper. 
Oh I if I could copy what they wrot^^-r-what 
only one of them wrote, — I should make these 
pages the most acceptable that were ever pre- 
sented by me to .the public; but I could not 
have passed them for my own, without hazard- 
ing the fate of the jackdaw who borrowed the 
peacock's feathers. Nor will I plume myself 
at their expense in another way, by foisting im- 
potent imitations upon my good-natured rear 
ders, to gain spurious credit, under the sanction 
of great names. 

The door was first opened without ceremony 
by a hearty-looking, middle-aged country gen- 
tleman, who came in as if he were just arrived 
at his own home after a day of grouse-shooting 
on the moors, with a smile of indescribable good 
humour on his countenance, through which 
some gay apparition of thought seemed break- 
ing, like the moon out of a cloud; — he sat down, 
took up the pen, dipt it in the ink, and pre- 
sently covered the paper with an eight-syllable 
lay of the easiest verse in the world, that ambled 
and cantered in all the paces of a Highland pe- 
gasus, through an episode concerniiig barons 
and knights, and ladies and lakes, and fields and 
tournaments, and feasts and songs, and forests 
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and mountains, and minstreU,"— sa unlihe any 
thing that any body else ever wrote, and so like 
all that he himself had written, that I could not 
mistake the author. No sooner, however, had 
he risen up, than the whole,— which I read as 
he penned, and which he penned as fast as J 
could ready^vanished from the paper and from 
my mind, leaving both as blank as before. 

I worried my nether Up with chagrin, keeping 
my eyes disconsolately fixed on the paper, which 
lay just as I had folded it when I first mediated 
an extemporaneous essay, without having ever 
chosen a subject, as if inspiration would come 
from the planets or elsewhere in the moment I 
was ready to receive it. Such an interposition 
would have been miraculous enough ; but I now 
witnessed a greater miracle— for letters, sylla- 
bles, words, sentences, paragraphs, pages, (the 
leaves turning over of themselves) overran the 
sheet of paper, as if an invisible hand were in- 
scribing them. This indeed must have been 
the case, for when I recovered sufficient pre- 
sence of mind to attend particularly to the pro- 
cess, I observed the pen as diligently doing its 
duty between the inkstand and the paper, as if 
it were itself << instinct with spirit," and deliver- 
ing a soliloquy on its own little stage. I then 
began eagerly to read th€ manuscript, and was 
so fortunate as to overtake the pen just when it 
had completed the last line, and fell as if hastily 
thrown aside by one who had been using it. 
Looking up, and towards the door,^ I imagined, 
(but I was not quite sore; e«c^t at the very 
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moment,) that I caught the disappearing face 
of my former visitor, turned over his shoulder^ 
with an arch significance of expression, which 
made It at once " another and the same," and 
left me bewildered with transport at having dis-^ 
covered the greatest secret of the age, yet grie- 
vously tempted to doubt whether I had made 
any discovery at all. Of one thing, however, I 
am positive to this hour, that as the sun shone 
from the passage into the room, when the door 
was .closing, I saw Me shadow oi Sir Walter 
Scott following the person who went out. Whe- 
ther that '^ magni nominia umbra" had been the . 
unseen scribe at my table, I pretend not to de^ 
termine, for when I recurred to the paper the 
writing was obliterated, and I recollect nothing 
of what in the perusal had made me feel as 
though I were beside myself, except that it was 
in prose, and from infallible internal evidence, a 
fragment of some unpublished,— *most probably 
some hitherto uninv^nted,*— tale by '^ the Author 
of Waverley ;" — it had neither beginning nor 
end, except the end of one polysyllabic word 
with which it began, and the beginning of an- 
other with which it ended ; yet was all between 
so intensely interesting, that no context was 
wanting to render the page under the eye the 
only page for which the reader cared. 

How long I stood musing on what I had thus 
seen both of the visible and invisible world of 
letters I cannot tell, but when I looked again at 
my chair, it was occupied by a slender figure, 
with a Scottish pbyslognomyi tbe features of 
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which were indifferent when at rest, but when 
'' the phcenix spirit bui'ned within," these alsa 
took fire, and grew as brilliant and changeable 
as flames " turning every way," while the poet 
gave utterance to his conceptions. He was in 
no hurry, however, for this display ; and to do 
him justice, he pored so long over his task, 
writing very slowly, halting sometimes on the 
down -stroke of a letter, and so frequently retrac- 
ing, interlining, and blotting out, that having 
lost all patience, I was ready to push him from 
the seat, when he suddenly rose; his eye kindled 
into rapture ; and, from a completely disfigured 
and illegible sheet^^in tones that yet ring in 
my ear, like music remembered from infancy, — 
he recited about twenty lyric lines; a spell in 
which he had bound up so much harmony, 
splendour and pathos of language, imagination 
and feeling, that I could have listened to the re- 
petition of the strain a thousand and a thousand 
times over, from morning till evening on a mid- 
summer day,— and afterwards realized all the 
romance of the song in the fairy-land of a Mid- 
summer Night's Dream. 

Yet had he scarcely read them once, when 
Southey, who had been walking to and fro in 
the passage, till he could hold oui no longer, 
burst into the room, and Campbell, whom I for- 
got to name before, vanished in a moment ; but 
whether he went through the door, the window, 
or the ceiling, I could not distinguish. My new 
visitor had an eagle's face with an eagle's eye 
in it ; and if he had npt the wing of the royal 

Vol. L— B 
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bird, he gave its swiftness to mj pen, for in less 
titn^ than I have been eking out these few 
lines to cooimemorate his achievement, he had 
filled in a very small crowded hand, the four 
pages of my paper, (from which C/s verses had 
erased themselves,) and was looking round for 
another sheet, but not seeing one at hand, he 
put on his hat, and went out with the expedition 
of Apollo's own courier, who had to compass 
heaven and earth in four-and -twenty hours. His 
tale was only jdst begun, and the theme was the 
strangest that poetry ever made palatable to 
good taste, being compounded of all monstrous, 
all discordant things, in art and nature, history, 
. tradition, and fable; yet, like his own palace of 
fire and water, in the Hindoo heaven, revolting 
elements were so magically blended and recon* 
ciled, that his work, so far as it had proceeded, 
had all the life, and symmetry, and truth, that 
distinguish the legitimate offspring of^genius. 

I was left in such amazement by the legerde- 
main of the last performer on my pen, ink, and 
paper, that the next had gone through his exer- 
cise before I was aware of his presence, ahd I 
only just recognized, as he stole quietly away, 
the meek profile of Robert Bloomfield. He had 
transcribed in a feeble character a few stanzas, 
previously meditated on the spot where the 
spectacle which he described had thrown him 
into a trance of rhyme,^— an old blind woman, at 
her cottage door, nursing a grand-daughter^ in 
the sunshine. It was an every-day scene, they 
were every-day persons^ and wcry-day scnti- 
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fiients; yet over the whole had the light of soDg 
shed such loveliness and lustre, that though the . 
charm of the picture was its reality, thQ picture 
charmed more than even the reality might have 
done. 

But this enchantment as well as the rest 
snelted away like the rainbow from my paper, 
while I gazed upon it, I had no$ time to re- 
gret the loss, for another of the tuneful fra- 
ternity, of dimii^utive stature, but wiih the 
airiness and vivacity of a bird, darting in at the 
door', lighted on the chair, and rapidly cross- 
lined and speckled my paper with the words 
and the melody of a song, composed and set to 
music by himself; which he immediately war- 
bled forth with the sweetness of a red-breast, at 
the fall of the leaf. It was simple and passion- 
.atey. tender and indignant, at the same time. 
The burthen of course was the beauty and the 
wrongs of a female, but whether she wks his 
mistress or his, country I could not precisely 
determine ; if it was Ireland of whom he sung, 
his patriotism had the fervour of love ; if it was 
Delia, his love had the impetuosity of patriot- 
ism. Would that he had always written, as 
worthily or as ambiguously ; the name of the 
bard, then, would never have been degraded 
tinder that of Little, much less under that of 
Moore! 

A grave personage had already stept up to 
the chair which was vacant. His countenance 
was signally indented with thought ; every 
line, every look was full of meaning, or ra- 
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ther of mystery ; it was meaning irideed, but 
what meaning nobody except myself could tell 
till he spoke or wrote, and then not more than 
half of his hearers or readers would have'capa- 
city enough to comprehend half of it. I knew 
him at a glance, and hailed him as one, who 
has deserved more, and suffered more, than any 
of his contemporaries ; but to whom posterity 
will undoubtedly do justice, though in no age 
can the poet, equally of int^lect and imagina- 
tion, be a faVorite with the vulgar, the indolent, 
or the cynical. Need I say, that it was Words-^ 
worth, who now entered in one of the most ab- 
stracted ^^ moods of my own mind,** He had 
something wrapt up in a silk-handkerchief, 
which he set down on the table, and opened as 
carefully as if the article within was made of 
spun-glass. It was a nest of young nightingales, 
not which he had taken in the wood, but which 
he had ransomed out of the clutches of some 
rascally school-boys, who wiere glad to sell 
their ill-gotten prize for pence to buy iharbies, 
which they knew better how to handle than un- 
fledged birds. Having thus developed his trea- 
sure, instead of taking up the pen, he took up 
the nest in his left hand, made an admiration 
stop with his right; then, after a silence that 
spoke unutterable things, he began in low but 
gradually loud and louder numbers to chaunt, 
(in English translations,) the songs which these 
young minstrels might be singing in the woods 
that day twelve months, in memory of their 
escape from captivity through his interference. 
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I snatched up the pen myself^ but in vain at- 
tempted to mark down the words from his lips ; 
the ink would not flow, nor the paper receive 
an impression. 

W. had run through half a dozen of his 
, nightingale cadences, and might have sung till 
next morning without hazard of interruption 
from me, when a being of almost superhuman 
appearance made a third in our company. He 
might have issued from the world gf spirits, 
for belbre either of us were awake, he stood 
glaring upon us. W. perceiving him, instantly 
flew away with his birds, and left me alone with 
the mysterious apparition. It was Byron ; — he 
seized the pen^ — ^it became a magician's wand 
in his grasp; — he touched the ink-stand,— it 
expanded into a cauldron like that of the 
witches in Macbeth, and there was a dance of 
'^ black spirits and white,—- blue spirits and 
grey," about it, using their ineffable incanta- 
tions with such effect, that the- walls of the 
house fell into nothing before them, and my 
L.ord| suddenly unfolding the paper, which had 
already undergone so many metamorphoses, it 
stretched itself into a landscape, under the 
gloom of night, with a wan ray of the moon in 
the last quarter gleaming along it. Instantly 
we found ourselves, the mighty lord and I, in a 
comer of Lara*s hall. 



• ** Where the moon-beam shone 



Through the dim lattice on the floor of stone. 
And the high fretted roof, and saints, that there 
4»n Gothic wbdows knelt in pictured prayer.'* 
B 3 
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Then in the lights and shadows of eternity, 
passed before us the vision that Lara saw, and 
at which he, who never blenched in a human 
presence, nor shrunk from any thing that steel 
could penetrate, fell down in a swoon, 

'* Cold as the marble where his len^ was laid. 
Pale as the beam that oa his features play'd." 

" DesQribe it^ describe it!" cry a thousand 
eager treble voices.-— My lord himself alone 
could do that, and since he has not done it, for 
the best of possible reasons,-— that a secret un- 
told is worth a million revealed,— I shall not 
venture to breathe upon the subject, and dis* 
ti^rb a charm that will otherwise last till ^he 
dissolution of nature. 

A loud but hesitating succession of raps at 
the door, dissipated the whole phantasmagoria. 
A poet, who shall be nameless, came in ; I 
looked up, and recollected myself 1 Starting 
from the abyss of brown study, I found that I 
was still seated at my desk, as if nothing had hap- 
pened. Nothing indeed Had happened, except 
that while I seemed to be holding sublime in- 
tercommunion with the oracles <^ the age, I 
had been indefatigably employing pen, ink, and 
paper, to write what the reader of these pages 
hath already seen, to the end of the former 
paragraph. Though I felt some regret on be^ 
ing restored to my own dull sehses again, that 
regret was abundantly alleviated by perceiving 
my task so nearly accomplished^— not the first 
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sheet only, but a second and a third being al- 
ready laid waste with the foregoing reveries, 
though I had not half exhausted the first ideas 
that flowed fast and thick upon me, the instant 
I imagined what might be done by others with 
the writing materials before me, when I could 
do nothing with them myself. But I must 
draw to a conclusion ; my paper is full, my ink- 
stand empty, my pen worn out. My readers, 
should I be fortuhate enough to have any who 
will accompany roe thus far in these lucubra- 
tions, may follow at their leisure the vein of 
rich ore that I have opened, and discover hid- 
den treasures of infinitely greater value than 
these i while they conjecture what critics, poli- 
ticians, philosophers, divines, &c. &c., might 
have made of these very tools of authorship, 
which I have handled with no great skill in 
showing how children, parents, lovers, warriors,^ 
men of honour, and poets, might have used 
them. It is not improbable, after all, that every 
body into whose hands my " pen, ink, and pa- 
per," may fall, will suggest some way in which 
I might have more delightfully and profitably 
disposed of them. Be it so ;-— but to prove it, 
let all the fault-finders sit down immediately, 
and excel me as far as 'they can, which I sin- 
cerely wish may be as much as they please. 
Then, if this reverie shall have roused each to 
produce something better than itself, it will be 
acknowledged that I might have been worse 
employed than in recording such crudities. 
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Macpherson's Ossian has had many admirers, 
and it cannot be denied that the rhapsodies at- 
tributed to the Son of Fin gal abound with strik- 
ing imagery, heroic sentiment, and hardy ex- 
pression, the effect of which, on young minds 
especially, may be highly exhilarating for a 
while. But, independent of the obscurity, same- 
,ness, and repetition, which are probably charac- 
teristics of the original,-*-if any original be in 
existence, — though it is almost as much at a 
man's peril to doubt that now, as it was to be- 
lieve it formerly,— the translation is " done 
into English,*' .in such a <' Babylonish dialect," 
that it might be presumed, no ear, accustomed 
to the melody of pure verse, or the freedom of 
eloquent prose, could endure the incongruities 
of a style, in which broken verse of various 
measures, and halting prose of unmanageable 
cadences, compound sentences as difficult to 
read and as dissonant to hear, as a strain of mu~ 
sic would be, in execution and effect, if every 
bar were set to a different time and in a differ- 
ent key. If for such wild works of imagination 
a corresponding form of diction be desirable, a 
style between prose and verse, not one in which 
both are heterogeneously jumbled, might per- 
haps be invented. For this purpose we must 
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have a poetical foundation, with a prose super- 
structure; the former, that the vehicle of 
thought may admit of florid embellishment, and 
the latter, that full licence may be obtained of 
accommodating the phraseology to the ideas, 
unincumbered with rhyme, and unlimited by 
metrical trammels. 

The episode of Morna is perhaps the most 
truly beautiful and pathetic, as well as simple 
and intelligible narrative among these singular 
productions. In the following experiment, which 
is submitted to the curious, the anapestic foot 
is adopted as the ground-work, because ca- 
dences of this measure have peculiar fluency. 
There is some difiiculty, indeed, to the reader^ 
in hitting the right accents at all times, from 
the great laxity of our language in this respect 
and the carelessness of writersr^yet, as this 
movement, either in verse or prose, admits of 
the utmost variety of subdivisions, and the lines 
may be expanded or contracted at pleasure, ac- 
cording to the burthen of matter ; it is well suit- 
ed to a mode of composition, which would 
blend the harmony of song with the freedom of 
discourse, if such an union were compatible. 
The present attempt to tame." prose run mad" 
into what may be easily designated by a phrase 
not less opprobrious, has a claim to be received 
with indulgence by the admirers of Gaelic le- 
gends ; and, if a fault, it may be forgiven by 
the critics, with perfect impunity to public taste, 
since the offence is not likely to be imitated, 
not will the original culprit soon be induced to 
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repeat it, being himself of opinion, that though 
a few pages got up in this manner m^y not be 
unpleasing, a volume would be intolerable. It 
is necessary to add, that the following experi 
ment on the tale of Moma is not made fron 
Macpherson, but from a version of Fingal, ot 
which a few copies only were printed at Edin- 
burgh some years ago, for private circulation. 
Whether the work has ever been further pub- 
lished, the present writer knows net, but it ap- 
peared to him, on a hasty perusal) preferable 
to the old one. 



ARGUMENT. 

Cathbat and Moma are- lovers. Duchdmary the rival 
of Cathbat, having slain the latter tn the ehace, meets 
Morna, tells her what he has done» and woes her for 
himself. In the course of the interview, they lall by 
each other's hands, and die together^— The story is 
supposed id be; recited to Cuohullin, general of the 
tribes of Erin, wlio, at the conclusion, laments the pre- 
mature loss of the two warriors, and the death of the 
maiden. 

Cathbat fell by the sword of Duchomar, 
At the oak of the loud-rolling stream ; 
Duchomar came to the cave of the forest. 
And spake to the gentle maid. 
^^ Morna, fairest of women ! 
Beautiful daughter of high-born Cormac ! 
Wherefore alone in the circle of stones. 
Alone at the cave of the mountain ? 
The old oak sounds in the wind - i 
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That raffles the distant lake ; 

Black clouds engirdle the gloomy horizon : 

But thou art like snow on the heath ; ^ 

Thy ringlets resemble the light mist of Cromla, 

When it winds round the sides of the hill. 

In the beams of the evening sun." 

** Whence comest thou, sternest of men ?" 
Said the maid of the g^raceful locks. 
" Evermore dark was thy brow ; . 
Now red is thine eye, and ferocious : ' 
Both Swaran appear on the sea ? 
What tidings from Lochlin I" 

" No tidings from Lochlin, O Morna ! 
I come from the mountains ; 
I come from the chace of the fleet-footed hind : 
Three red deer have fallen by my arrows ; 
One fell for thee, fair daughter of Cormacl 
As my soul do I love thee, white-handed maiden! 
Queen of the hearts of men I" 

" Duchonlar !" the maiden replied, 
" None of niy love is for thee ; 
Dark is thine eye-brow, thy bosom is darker ; 
And hard as the rock is thine heart : — 
But thou, the dear offspring of Armin, 
Cathbat I art Morna's love. 
Bright as the sunbeams thy beautiful locks, 
When the mist of the valley is climbing the 

mountain :— 
Saw'st thou the chief, the young hero, 
Cathbat the brave, in thy course on the hill ? 
The daughter of Cormac the mighty 
Tarries to welcome her love from the field.'* 
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" Long shalt thou tarry, O Morna !*' 
Sullenly, fiercely, Duchomar replied : 
*^ Long sh^lt thou tarry, O Morna ! 
To welcome the rude son of Armin. 
Lo I on this sharp-edged sword. 
Red to the hilt is the life-blood of Cathbat : 
Slain is thine hero ; 
By me was he slain ; 
His cairn will I build upon Croihla. — 
Daughter of blue-shielded Cormac, 
Turn on Duchomar thine eye ; 
His arm is the mountain thunder. 

" Fallen in death is the brave son of Armin?" 
The inaiden exclaim'd with the. voice of love: 
'' Fallen in death on the pine-crested hill ? , 
The loveliest youth of the host ! 
Of heroes the first in the chace ! 
The direst of foes to the sea-roving stranger !— 
Dark is Duchomar in wrath ; 
Deadly his arm to mc ; 
Foe unto Morna ! lend me thy weapon : 
Cathbat I loved, and I love his blood." 

He yielded the sword to her tears ; 
She plunged the red blade through his side ; 
He fell by the stream ; 
He stretch'd forth his hand, and his voice was 

heard :— 
" Daughter of blue-shielded Corhiac ! 
Thoii hast cut off my youth from renown : 
Cold is the sword, the glory of heroes. 
Cold in my bosom, O Morna I 
Ah ! give me to Moina, the maiden, 
For I am her drecun in the darkness of night : 
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My tomb she will build in the midat of the camp) 
That the hunter may hail the bright mark of/my 

fame : 
But draw forth the sword from my bosom » 
For cold is the blade, O Morna !" 
Slowly and weeping she came, 
And drew forth the sword from his side : 
He struck the red steel to her heart :— 
She fell; on the earth lay her tresses dishevellM; 
The blood gurgled fast from the wound, 
And crimsoned her arm of snow. 
* « * * * * • 

" Tell me no more of the maiden," 
CuchulUn, the war-chief of Erin, exclaim'd. 
" Peace to the souls of the heroes I 
Their prowess was great in the conflict of swords. 
Let them glide by my chariot in war ! 
Let their spirits appear in the clouds of the 

valley ! 
So shall my breast be undaunted in danger, 
Mine arm like the thunder of heaven. 

'^ Be thou as a moonbeam, O Morna ! 
When my sigh is beginning to fail ; 
When my soul is reposing in peace, 
Apd the tumult of war is no more.*' 



/ 
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OLD WOMEN. 



* Oh ! aj^ed women ! ye who weekly catch 
The pittance tost by law-forced charity. 
And die so slowly that none call it murder !^ 

COLEKISSC. 



'* Ak old woman*' is a cant term of contempt^ 
reproachi or abhorrence, as malice or wanton- 
ness may suggest, with the unthinking and the 
pnfeeling; yet old women, poor old women,^ — 
such as were formerly burnt for witches by those 
who were none themselves, in this Christian 
country, — such as in other lands to this day are 
carried out by their own offspring and exposed 
to perish in the woods by famine, fatigue, or 
wild beasts,— poor old women are those, who^ 
taking them all in all, have lived less for them- 
selves, and more for others, than any class beside 
of our fellow-creatures. Nineteen out of twenty 
among these are widows, — for in the lowest sta- 
tion of life there are few that grow old in " sin- 
gle blessedness," — who, since they were weaned 
from their own mothers' breasts, have been in- 
ured to hard labour, to unkindness, to personal 
affliction, to family troubles, to scanty clothing, 
and frugul fare, if not to frequent want, and 
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hunger, and cold, and nakedness ; while their 
strength has been spent/ and their spirits ex- 
hausted, in ministering to the luxury, comfort, 
and maintenance of strangers, with whom they 
have been servants ; or relatives, among whom 
they have been slaves. 

How often do we behold these, especially in 
the courts and alleys, the garrets and cellars of 
large towns, cast out, as it were, in their old 
age, from the lap of that society which they 
have nourished in their own,-— so poor, and be- 
reaved, and neglected, that their misery can 
scarcely be affected for the better or the worse 
by any change in national affairs I Whether the 
tide of public prosperity ebbs or flows, they re* 
main forlorn and obscure, far beneath the sun- 
shine or the storm ; like the sea-weed, floating 
though fixed on the rock, at the bottom of the 
deep, too low to sink, too fast to be removed, 
till the hand of Time plucks them up by the 
roots, and casts them on the shore of eternity. 
Yet so great and univers'al has been the distress 
of all descriptions of people above and around 
them, of late years, that even these destitute, 
afflicted, and almost friendless creatures, have 
found themselves more straitened in their means 
of subsistence, more shorn of comparative com- 
forts, and bowed down with absolute wretched- 
ness, than ever. The poor, in ordinary seasons, 
have many opportunities of lightening each 
other's burthens by little oflices of kindness, 
and the interchange of such bounty as they can 
occasionally spare; and which, to their credit 
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be it spoken, they are often more willii^ than 
able to spare to their sick or infirm neighbours. 
This instinctive benevolence is peculiatiy con- 
spicuous in the strong synlpathies and unaffect- 
ed charities of persons in humble life of that 
sex to which the distressed heroines of this chi- 
valrous essay belong. These, after having lived 
their threescore years and ten in the painful, toil- 
some, unregarded exercise of the humane as 'well 
as useful duties which their sex and situation im- 
posed upon them, — in their declining days have 
need of hearts as compassionate, and hands as 
diligent, to minister to them, as their own have 
been to tninister to others from their youth up- 
ward ; nay, from their very childhood, as shall 
presently be shown. Yet in what utter desola- 
tion, — like lepers of old, driven forth from the 
camp of society, as if their very age were infec- 
tious, and the young would ^row old, and the 
strong lose the use of their limbs, with looking 
at them ; — in what utter desolation are they fre- 
quently doomed to wear out their tattered rem- 
nant of mortality, already torn to rags in , the 
service of those who have forsaken them I And 
when .they die, how few are sorry !— in some 
cases none, except it be the parish overseers, 
who grudge the cost of a pauper's burial, though, 
by the demise of the unfortunate pensioner, a 
population of twenty thousand souls save a • 
weekly stipend on which a lady's lap-dog would 
starve; that is, if the pittance were laid out in 
the purchase of such dainties as are necessaries 
of life to those delicate animals, but which ne- 
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vet enter into the imagination, much less into 
the mouth, of an old woman pining to death at 
the public expense. Let us take a sketch from 
the life, — a geneM picture of course,— of one 
of these well-deserving but ill-rewarded beings, 
from the cradle to the grave; and it will be seen, 
that in every stag^ of advancing existence, 
through a series of self-denials, it h^s been her 
chief business to promote the enjoyments, and 
alleviate the sufferings, of those with whom she 
has been connected. Hard indeed is her lot, to 
want in her last hour what she has expended 
her health and her strength in bestowing. 

A female child is born in a poor man's family ; 
and there is joy there, even on such an event, 
for nature will be glad at that time, however me- 
lancholy the prospect of futurity. If the infant 
be hardy enough to survive a few years of bad 
nursing, coarse fare, and perhaps cruel usage 
from rude parents, or sordid relatives among 
whom she has been left an early orphan, — ^no 
sooner is she able to carry a child than she be- 
gins to learn to nurse ; her little arms are strain- 
ed to clasp a baby half as big as herself, and her 
feeble knees totter beneath a burthen which she 
kisses with transports of unfeigned'' affection ^ 
while it almost bears her down. Thus, from the 
very lap she is taught by the sweetest feelings 
of nature, as well as by premature toil, the les- 
sons of love, and the habit of sacrificing self- 
will and self-indulgence to the wants and the 
caprices of others; she scarcely ceases to be 
an infant, before she is initiated in the practical 
. C2 
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duties of a mother. Yet she is happy, because 
the sun shines, the shower falls, the rainbow 
shoots, and the birds sing for her; sleep is 
sweet, and play is pleasant, and food delicious ; 
she has not yet found out the secret of being 
discontented with what she has, and coveting 
what she has not^ 

As her younger sisters grow up under her, 
they gradually relieve her from the delightful 
though oppressive employment of nursing ; but 
it is only to give her the opportunity of under- 
taking harder and less amiable tasks. She now 
becomes her mother's assistant in house-keep* 
ing; that is, the household drudge of ail the 
family : she cooks, and scours, and bakes, and 
washes, and works, when she ought to be im«» 
proving her mind at school, or exhilarating her 
spirits and invigorating her limbs in healthful 
sports with companions of her own age. Almost 
th6 only solace of her painful pre-eminence at 
home, in this ^tage of life, is that, as her mo- 
ther's deputy, she can exercise a petty authority 
over her juniors on the hearth-stone, and scold 
and slap the little ones when they are obstre- 
perous, or she is ill-humoured. Presently, how- 
ever, she is tall enough to be put out to service; 
a place is found for her in some family, little 
superior in wealth or information to ' her own ; . 
and here she experiences how much truth there 
is in that proverbial saying among persons of 
her class,-— ^' there's no end of women's work." 
The hardier sex, from the master to the young- 
est apprentice^ labour and rest at intervals.. 
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The servant girl is up earliest in the morning; 
she is on foot all day ; even the Sabbath scarcely 
affords a breathing space to her ; and till she is 
permitted to retire at night, she knows no re- 
spite from active drudgery, except the few mi- 
nutes of her meals : but those meals are hearty 
ones ; her couch may be straw or eider-down 
for aught she knows or cares, for her slumbers 
are sound and her dream's are golden ; she 
thrives, and is cheerful amidst all her toils and 
privations. The flowers come in April, \he 
nightingale sings in May, and love in due sea- 
son awakens in her breast all the hopes and the 
fears, the jealousies, anxieties, and entrance* 
ments, that agitate more refined and susceptible < 
lK>soms; for love is a leveller, and his influence 
is equally overpowering in whatever heart it 
prevails. Our young maiden, in her own ex- 
pressive language, is sure to have <' a sweet- 
heart/' with whoip the wooing interludes, amidst 
her weary service, make toil delightful, if not 
for its own sake, yet for his. Meanwhile, though 
pihioned to time and place in her duty, like a 
wren sitting on nine eggs, every one of which 
must be hatched ; yet as even the brooding mo- 
ther flits occasionally from the nest *^ to pick a 
scanty meal," and then returns with double ar- 
dour to her task,— so our indefatigable maiden 
seizes the hasty opportunity whenever it occurs, 
if it be but for a moment, to steal out and ex- 
change a word or a look with the youth of her 
choice, and feel as if there were something in 
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life wofth living for to the poorest of its pos- 
sessors. And so there is. 

Preliminaries are soon arranged, where being 
thrice asked at church is all the legal formality 
required; they arc married, and she has a 
home of her own, such as it is; — but she is 
charmed with being mistress of herself, and 
heedless of the future. Her husband lives with 
her a few years, and they ale as well off as other 
folks : their children are multiplied, so are their 
troubles; trade fails; her partner is unfortu- 
nate or improvident ; his health is broken, and 
he dies before his time; or he falls into bad 
company, his rporals are debauched, he goes 
for a soldier, or runs away nobody knows whi- 
ther; and she is left, in middle age, a widow, 
or a widowed wife, with a numerous offspring, 
the oldest of which is hardly fit for apprentice- 
ship. These grow up around her, — if they are 
not dispersed by the overseers, — according to 
her own character, in habits of* industry or 
sloth, subsisting frugally on their honest earn- 
ings, or miserably on parish allowance. One 
by one, however, they leave her : the sons are 
scattered abroad; some settle in humble occu- 
pations, others are rovers, and enter the army 
or seek their fortunes at sea; the daughters in 
their turns engage in domestic service, or in 
manufactories, from whence, in the course of 
nature, (as it is in low life) they are duly mar- 
ried off; and while she is growing old, her im- 
mediate successors are transmigrating through 
the same stages of poverty and trial, to the 
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same consuipination of wretchedness as she and 
her husband passed before them, and throuf^h 
which their descendants are doomed to follow^ 
them. Every year they are further removed, 
and estranged from her, or have additional bur- 
thens and expences of their own to bear. Thus 
every year she is more deserted ; and her 
helps fail just in proportion as her strength de- 
cliDes, her infirmities increase, and assistance 
^ro others becomes indispensable to her well- 
being. 

At length, worn down with bo(Kly exertions 
and long suffering; broken in spirits, and bow- 
ed under a weight of years ; without a relative 
beneath her roof, — if she have yet a roof to 
shelter her,T-^xcept perhaps a grandchild or 
two, whose parents are in the grave, and whom 
she has to nurse and feed, when she herself 
ought to be nursed and fed like an infant, — she 
lingers out the lastest period of decay in penury 
and sickness^ with just food enough to make 
her feel unceasingly the yearnings of hunger, 
and clothing enough to make the lack of more 
a grievous discomfort. Yet so ' mysteriously 
and mercifully mingled is the cup of life, that 
there is sweetness at the end of the bitterest 
draught, and the very dregs of it are drained 
with delight by thpse to whom " the evil days 
are come, and, the years when they say we have 
no pleasure in them." These few general out- 
lines, with little comparative variation, might 
be filled up with the features of each particular 
case in " the short and simple annals" of thou- 
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sMfidft of poor old women breathirtg &t this day 
the air of heaven, and loving^ the warmth of 
the sun, if they cannot see his beams, — so as to 
form pei'fect biographical resemblances of all. 

The aged and unprovided famales of the pre- 
sent day are also in less favourable circum- 
stances than, it may be hoped, those virho are 
treading in t*c stepa of womanhood after them, 
to the same extremity of helplessness, are like- 
ly to be placed in when they arrive there. For- 
merly there were few Christian and benevolent 
institutions for the spiritual and temporal wel- 
fare of the popr ; no societies among their su-^ 
periors for bettering their condition, and more 
eifectually helping them, by teaching them to 
Iielp themselves. Such genuine charities are 
now both numerous and flourishing throughout 
the land. Those, therefore, of the feebler sex, 
who now form the advanced guard in the march 
of human life, and already verge on the con- 
fines of the grave, having passedthat limit be- 
yond which mortal strength is*declared by the 
voice of inspiriation to be " labour and sor- 
row," — ^those who are thus circumstanced, at 
this time, have fewer resources and consolations 
than their successors are either wisely prepar- 
ing for themselves, or by anticipation enjoying 
through the beneficence of others. There is, 
therefore, the greater need to urge with impor- 
tunity the practice of that part of " pure and 
undefiled religion," which is " to visit the wi- 
dows in their affiiction;" seeing that a few 
more seasons will utterly sweep away the living 
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race of old womeO) and hurry them beyond the 
reach of wrong or compassion from their fel- 
low-creatures. 

But Independent of, casual disadvantagesy 
these snfferers, in their lowest state, have a pe- 
culiar xiaim, on account of their sex, on the 
veneration and gratitude of both sexes;-— a 
claim on their own, springing from the purest 
sympathies of a sister-nature ; a claim^ on ours» 
founded on ^the strongest obligation t^at can 
bind one being to another, — the obligation of 
birth. When the Almighty had taken Eve 
from tie side of the man whom He had createdy 
and brought her unto him, Adam said, " This 
is now bone of my bone, and flesh of my flesh.'* 
The debt which the first woman thus owed to 
|be first man, her daughters have been repay- 
ing through all generations. Every son of 
Adam has been born of a woman, and beholden 
for his very substance to a mother ; from the 
fountain of jtvhose blood his veins were first 
filled, and from the pulsation of whose heart 
vital motion was first communicated to hia 
own :^— of every one, therefore, who assumes to 
be an hereditary lord of this nether creation, 
woman may say as literally as Adam said to 
Eve, — *^ This is now bone of my bone, and flesh 
of my flesh." — *' Man that is born of a wo- 
man /" is so beautiful, and tender, and solemn 
an expression, that in the whole compass of lan- 
guage, there is not another, connected with ter- 
festrisd existence, that awakens deeper feeling, 
that associates so many aflecting ideas^ or com- 
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prehends more of wbat is lovely* and awfuf^ 
and dear, in alliance with our social nature; 
while it touches with personal application every 
individual of the species. That the reader 
may be left in a tone of mind most happily pre- 
pared for every good word and work, these rcr 
marks shall be concluded with a repetition of 
the heart-searching and heart-melting expres- 
sion, together with the context, which may be 
emphatically applied, in every image and sen- 
timent, to the aged and desolate widow, — 
« Man," as a generic term, including all the 
race of Adam, whether male or female. • 

" Man, that is born of a woman, is of few 
days, and full of trouble. 

^' He Cometh forth like a flower, and is cut 
down ; he fleeth also as a shadow, and continu- 
eth not. 

" As the waters fail from the sea, and the 
flood decayeth and drieth v^p; 

" So man lieth down and riseth not:—- till 
the heavens be no more, they shall not awake, 
nor be raised out of their sleep." 



THE LIFE OP A FLOWER, 

BT mSLF} 

IN TWO LETTERS TO A LADY* 



Letter I. 

My dear Madam, 
l)o not ask me by what means a flower has 
contrived to write its own history. How in the 
course of my short life,— one week, five days^ 
nine hoiirs and twenty-three minutes, at this 
nioment,— I learned so much of men and things,. 
as to qualify me to tell you my little tale in lan- 
guage intelligible to beings so exalted in the 
«cale of creation as you are, you will hear in 
the sequel. I can assure you, on- the word of 
one among innumerable millions of a race by 
^iiom a lie was never told since Adam plucked 
the first flower in Paradise,*-^and that, you 
know, was before he was marripd,— that every 
syllable of the following record is as true as that 
I myself ever lived. Who has lent me his pen, 
as amanuensis on this occasion, I shall not tdl; 
for if you are not sufficiently well acquainted 
with tke hand-writing at once to recognise it as 
that of a friend, he has deceircd tne, or tqu 
Vol. I.~D 
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have deceived him. I have only to premise 
further, that if there be any thing in my narra- 
tive unworthy of a violet, or what a violet could 
not have known, spolcen, or done, you will be 
pleased to attribute it to his ignorant or imperti* 
sent interpolation. 

I do not recollect being born, Aor do I re- 
member my parents; for we violets being Only 
spring-ilowers die nine months before our chil- 
dren come into the* world. But this is idle 
prating; for, to tell the truth, there are no such 
things as fath'ers and mothers among us: we 
love ourselves, and our posterity are the off-* 
spring of self-love; consequently, there can be 
no fear of our own issue failing, while this rul- 
ing passion is the universal inheritance of all 
our tribe. The first event that I can call to 
mind was, the fall of. an icicle from the old oak 
tree, under which I grew, upon my bead, when 
it was no bigger than a pin's. The pain of this 
uncouth accident Was to me the eaHiest con- 
sciousness of existence ; I was then, according 
to the best chronology, exactly eight and forty 
hours old, by the chtirch-clock of our parish, 
which struck six, a. m. just as the icicle was 
shaken from a branch above, by the sudden ris- 
ing on the wing of a crow, that had roosted on 
it all night, and who, having overslept himself, 
was startled out of a pleasant dream, by the re- 
port of a gun, which farmer Gripe's son fired at 
him over the adjacent hedge. As the poor bird 
lost nothing but the remainder of his nap, and 
his tail| which was shot sheer away^ he will not 
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be any nvorse, or wiser eather, for the misad- 
venture ;■— the feathers will grow again, no 
doabt; and so far from profiting by the warn- 
ing, I saw, him sitting on the very same bough, 
the day before yesterday, and cawing as if he 
were king of the region. This happened on 
the third of April, 1814; I therefore conclude 
that I must have been born on tjie first,-— as 
good a, day as can be foun,d in the whole calen- 
dar, for the coming forth of a flower. 

From the instant ,that sense and reason were 
thus awakened in me, I became a quick and 
diligent observer of aU that passed within me 
and around, so far as opportunities were afford- 
ed lor gratifying my curiosity and improving 
my mind. The authentic particulars respect- 
ing the crow and the icicle above mentioned, I 
was told, while yet smarting under the pain of 
the accident, by. my neighbour and gossip, a 
ixrithered sprig of spear-grass, which had al- 
ready outlived two winters, and was notoriously 
the greatest gossip that grew for ten fields 
round. By this merry blade I was taught the 
rudiments of useful knowledge ; and whether 
you bdieve me or not, I. will venture to affirm 
that my preceptress, was as good a schoolmis- 
tress as any old woman of eighty within the 
ring of our bells, and myself as good a scholar, 
at the week's end, as ;any liitle boy or girl three 
hundred times my age, and ten thousand times 
my bulk. During my minority, that is, till my 
blossom opened, I was blind; and in truth! 
had then only two of the five senses uy which 
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you uiinials vainly imagiae that you are distm- 
guisbed abovfi us vegetables ^ but 4et ii>e^ten 
yoU| that I could feel as exquisitely as yourself, 
Madam. Indeed I doubt whether an icicle a 
quarter of an inch long, falling upon your head, 
would have cost you half the anguish, that such 
an infliction cost me. And as for hearing, cerr 
tainly you will not pretend to measure your ears 
with mine: I dare say you never heard a stalk 
of grass speak, in your life; I have heatd ojoe 
uttering oracles all day lon.g,<»aye9 ^>>d all night 
too; for my neighbour talked as much in ber 
sleep smd as muoh to the purpo^e^ aa when she 
was awake. 

Now while I wals blipd, I had nothing to do 
l>ut to grow wiser and bigger every day ;«— big- 
ger J did grow,, for I could not help it, and 
wi8er,^^but I must not boast, lest I should prove 
inyself a fool: I may say, however, that I- do 
not recollect that I ever lost a moment in, all my 
schooling, with the old >eldame of our bank- 
side, or under a much higher and more accom- 
plished tutor, at whose feet I was brought up^ 
and by whom I was as carefully instructed, as 
if, instead of a few spring-days, my life was to 
equal your grandmother's. This august and 
venerable personage viras no other than a majes- 
tic oak, that had outlasted twenty generations 
of your Ipngrlived r^ce,. and five hundred of 
ours; nay, it had stood so long against the 
strokes of time and death, that it had survived 
two-thirds of itself, being only a ruin, yet even 
it\ decay more magnificent than a forest of hram- 
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Wes in their glory. This oak, which was, or 
pretended to be,— for i could not help suspect- 
ing some unacknowledged gaps in the avenue 
of his genealogf , my honoured tutor having on- 
ly one weak point about him, and that was a 
certain pride of ancestry incomprehensible to 
tis ephemeral things,-— a very commendable 
pride, you will perhaps say, in the stump of an 
old tree !— Be it so,-— but I must begin the last 
sentence again. — This oak, which was, or pre- 
tended to be, the twelfth in descent from ope 
that grew on the same slope at the creation, 
was a marvellous linguist, having in the course 
of its own five centuries, acquired all the know- 
ledge that had been accumulated in its family, 
and transmitted by due inheritance from sir^ to 
son, for nearly six thousand years. Hence it 
understood every dialect spokei) throughout 
earth) sky, and ocean, by stones, plants, and 
animals, fire, air, and every thing, up to the 
sun, moon, and stars themselves; one of its an- 
cestors having flourished in the age of Esop, 
i;rhen all these were wont to speak audibly and 
rationally, learned their various tongues, and' 
left to its posterity the secret of conversing with 
thenii after all voices except your own had be- 
come silent, or unintelligible to your talkative 
species. This secret, I apprehend, lies in the 
^nd; for that being itself an universal lan- 
^^age, and blowing from all. quarters, the oak 
and its forefathers had heard in succession the 
-whol^ history of the world, in all ages and na- 
tions, and in every idiom of speech that imagi- 
D 2 
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QjitioD ever gave to living or inanhnate na* 
^ture. Oaks, indeed, 'were always famo^us for 
their wisdom, even among the wisest of men. 
Did not tb<^ oak of Dodona, inspired by Jupiter 
himself, speak most excellent Greek ? And did 
fiot your ancestors, the Druids^ believe that the 
spirit of prophecy dwelt in the oaks of our own 
country? My tutor's great grandfather, who 
was contemporary with these hierophants, was a 
renowned soothsayer; and the misletoe that 
grew upon his boughs was deemed the most po- 
tent for incantations of any that could be found 
in the island. This reminds me that there is a 
puny tuft of this parasite hanging over my 
head, which brags of a liiYeage in perpendicular 
descent from that renowned stock. The toad- 
stools that batten in the decayed hollows of the 
old oak may as well boast of being sprung from 
the same root with himself. 

I am sick of this family-pride, as every body 
who has no family to ht proud of must be, when 
it comes to remind him that he is nobody.- .My 
Royal Oak, however, waii very kind and conde- 
scending to me ; and from his sage lessons I 
learned as much of the works of nature and art, 
of the actions of animals hun^an and brute, of 
ethics and English grammar, as you might 
suppose a violet of tolerable parts, improving 
every instant, could acquire in ten days; so that 
when I came of age on the eleventh, I was pre- 
pared to begin the world to advantage, having 
pretty clear ideas of every thing I might expect 
to bshold when the universe became visible to 
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xne9<— for fpvL will recollect that. I vas blind .dur* 
ing the whole of ihy nonage. 

At sun-rise, on the eleventh of Aprils my eye- 
lids were opened on the creation ; and in the 
same moment when I first saw the light, I first 
breathed the air, fresh, cool, and fragrant, amidst 
a thick group of sister-violets, ^ ^^ stealing and 
^ving odours,'^ as the breeze of morning swept 
tbe dew-drops from our leaves. . Heretofore I 
had only felt the warmth of the sun, and the 
pleasantness of the breeze cherishing and ex- 
panding nay' bud ; . now the light of heaven 
seemed to dart not. only into my eye, but 
through my veins down into my very root, and 
the spirit of the wind, was like a living soul 
withit) me. If I do not remember the moment 
of my birth, Mf> moment I should never forget, 
were I to live to the age of the oak. Atnidst 
the innumerable objects, all beautiful and new, 
above and aroundr-'the birds flitting through 
the air, the insects creeping among the her- 
bage, the flowers of many hues that blossomed 
on my native bank, mine ancient gossip,|^the 
spire of dry grass with two withered blades • 
hanging down, and high over all, the patriarchal 
oak, towering, and, as it appeared to me, touch- 
ing the sky,— nothing caught my attention 
longer than while I cast a glapce across it. As 
soon as I had looked thus hastily about me, I 
fixed my eye on the sun, coming forth from bis 
gulden palace 2-^as he rose in the firmament, 
my petals spread wide to receive his ray, and 
my breath grew sweeter ; while I sighed in the 
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delight of beholding him all day long, with the 
occasional intervention of a cloud, and the float- 
ing shadows of taller plants around that alter- 
nately crossed and cleared my sight, I traced 
the splendid luminary in his course tp the me- 
ridian, and downward through a crimson-co- 
loured sky, till behind the old oak he vanished 
from me. I felt my lively spirits sinking as he 
declined : when he was gone, vision began to 
fade ; the objects near me lost their colour, then 
their foi'm ; I was alarmed ; I thought that my 
primitive blindness was returning ; the air grew 
chill; I bowed upon my bed, and oppressed 
with indescribable dejection, I fell into a deep 
slumber. 

Thanks to the sweet deceiver, Sleep ! In my 
dream (for flowers dream as well as sleep, what- 
ever botanists may say,) the, glorious image of 
the sun arose on my imagination, and I spent 
my day over again in the night. From this deli- 
cious trance, I was awakened by strains of mu- 
sic so inspiring, that I found myself and sisters 
involuntarily,— -and yet. Oh! how willingly 1 — • 
dancing with all our leaves and blossoms to the 
melody, which come nearer, and grew merrier 
every ^moment. There was a very pale twilight 
in the air, when. glancing upward, I perceived 
a dark cloud with a silver margin ; in the mid- 
dle of which there appeared a bright spot, that 
became thinner and thinner, as if melting away, 
till a beautiful orb broke through it. It was 
the moon, a little on the wane, which had risen 
after my eye closed, and was now half-way up 
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the sky. She was nat s^ gorgeous as the sun ; 
|)ut in the first joy of discovering her, I thought 
her a thousand times more lovely ; for just then 
I reooHected, that while I was falling asleep, I 
had fancied tibat I was losing .my sight. In the 
transport of having tJkh restored, I had no ear 
for music : I waa ail eye, and that eye was all 
moon, for I saw nothing else; till suddenly her 
beaaaa appeared alive, and in motion toward 
me. MUlions, aye millions, of little beings, in 
form like the lords of creaiion, and as brilliant 
as if they had been bom in ladies' eyes, came 
pouring upon our bank*Bide, and covered it as 
thick aa dew^rops. Th^ music, which was as ^ 
much too exquisite for human ears as these 
shapes wel*e too fine for human night, continued 
meanwhile to swett and &1], and float, and 
quiekeAf and languish. It-seemed a moving 
•pint among these livdy little things; some- 
times they ran out in lines all the way up to 
the moon and back again ; anon they wheeled 
ia rings so awift as to bia individually indistin- 
guishable; again they iDtermiagled in measures 
so slow, that every feature of the smallest face 
was easily discerned. 'Love, joy, grief, hope, 
fear, and every passion, were expriessed in %heir 
countenances, carolled in their songs, and re- 
presented in their dances. They flew among 
us and over us, with steps so light that we bent 
not our heads beneath their volatile feet ; but 
when they touched us we felt in ourselves the 
very afl^ection, whether joyous or mournful, that 
possessed them at the time. It would take 
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inore hours than I have to live, to describe all 
the scenes of this wonderful spectacle ; — it was 
a pantomime in miniature of your great world, in 
which all the horrors and glories of War, the la- 
bours and pastimes of peace, the business of the 
field, the court, the'senate, the bar, the college, 
the town, and the country, 'were at once exem- 
plified. In a word, there was then presented to 
us a perfect masquerade of human life, the de- 
tail of which the reverend oak expounded to tne 
and my sisters (for the rest of our vegeflBfble ' 
neighbours were asleep), the next morning; 
and though a violet's existence is computed by 
minutes instead of years, I thought it worth 
while having been born a flower to see this. 

But the charm was abruptly broken by a hi- 
deous scaring noise directly over our heads. 
^« Tohoo ! Tohoo I Tohoo I" it cried, and forth 
from the hollow of the oak issued a giant of a 
screech-owl. Plumb into the midst of the re- 
joicing assembly he plunged, when all the fays 
.and fairies (for so I understand they. are called 
in the language of men,) with a sound as if the 
strings of a thousand musical instruments were 
at once snapt asunder, vanished in the twinkling 
of a dew-drop,-'-except Robert Goodfellow, the 
merriest elf among them all, who had been play- 
ing his antics with me and my sistersf all nighty 
and was then standing on his head, fiddling with 
his legs in the air, on one of my topmost petals. 
Neck and heels, in his fright, poor Robin! he 
tumbled, a height of three statute-inches at 
least, in^ the hollow of one of my footleaves, 
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where he lay stunned for a full hdf-secondi and 
then I saw.no more of him. * 

The owl, with another cry of triuniph more 
horrible than the first, hurried l>ack to his dei^ 
among the ivy of the oak ; the moon was be-^ 
clouded, and ;ifell asleep again. Lest you should 
do the same,^-K>r rather that you may do the 
same, — Madam, I will here make a break in 
my narrative to you. But I must continue it 
by myself, and bequeath the remainder to you 
in my will ; for though I am up to the nec^ in 
water,^— the only means of prolonging my life, 
after I had beea mortally wounded by one of the 
ifairest hands in the world, as you will learn here- 
after,— I feel that I shall not live till to-morrow 
morning* Meanwhile, and with my sweetest 
breath, and last, I am, 

Yours,/or everf 

Viola. 

Letter IL 

Dear Madam, . 
I did not awake out of this second sleep tlU 
the sun had given his own colour and lustre to 
the morning-clouds ; but the dew, into which 
an earty hpar-frost had resolved itself, lay white 
upon the ground, and there w^s a globule, as 
big as a lady's tear, in my eye, that entirely fill- 
ed it. Through this delusive lens, the sun, the 
sky, the earth, ap|)eared so near me, that I 
thought every thing I saw was a part of myself, 
and that from being a poor little riokt, I had 
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grown into the whole universe. Intoxicated 
with this magnificent conceit,-^* Bless me I" 
said I, << what shall I be next !*' But the warm 
sunbeams qnicldy exbaled the dew-drop, re- 
vealed nature aran in her true beauty and |>ro- 
portion,^ and remiced me to my original insigni- 
Seance. The lives of flowers are too short to be 
spent in ill-humour : I had no time to be un- 
happy ; mortified on the one hand, I sought 
comfort on the other, and I soon found it. 

Yesterday I had been tfo rapt into the heavens, 
that I scarcely deigned to ca«t a look upon the 
eairth. To-day, borwever, I leisurely surveyed 
the aspect of my native country, so far as my 
bounded vision could reach, being an horizon of 
which the old oak occupied the whole western 
frontier: on the north it was narrowed by a 
copse of hazels ; eastward the landscape. stretch- 
ed away into distance, being thrice the length 
of your parasol, and skirted with an immense 
forest of sting-nettles : to the south the bank 
sloped gently, till it abruptly terminated in a 
precipice, not less than six and twenty inches of 
perpendicular descent, as I have been told by 
travellers,-— certun intelligent ants who had ex- 
plored the tremendous region ;* below which 
ran a solitary lane, the favourite walk of ~ you 
know whom. The btuifc-side- was uneven with 
stones embedded in the sioil, and rough roots 
rising above it, alternately bjare and enamelled 
with moss ^*-tttfta ^ primroses flourished under 
the hasels^ here and there ^ sprouting fern 
pushed iXM curl^ hon» through the earth. 
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Dvhile daisies, butter-cups, sorrel, and strawberry 
bloom, were scattered profusely among clusters 
of docks, and infant, thistles^ that spread their 
radiated leaves like stars among the grass. A 
lew wood*anemonies and wild hyacinths added 
their elegance and grace to the diversified scene. 
My sisters and I formed the only knot of yiolets 
on the ground. We sprang from fifty roots, 
and presented as many buds and blooms, on the 
south-east side of the oak, that opened its cloven 
trunk towards >i&. Though only the wreck of 
itself, this tree was still the mightiest of created 
things to me ; and from the breadth of its bas(e 
it appeared to have' a greater ^ass of roots bl'e- 
low the ground than there rem.ainedpf stem and 
top above. The bark was hoary with lichens, 
or covered with, ivy, that hung also in long 
tresses from tlie lower branches, clothing them 
with verdure not their own, fortheir season of 
foliage was not yet come; but they told. me 
themselves that when they put forth their leaves 
and had matured their acorns, neither flower 
nor fruit in the universe could equal them in 
beauty. I might have believed this literally, if 
I bad not heard, five minutes afterwards, one of 
the innumerable funguses that noted on its de- 
caying core, say that a perfect toad*stool was the 
loveliest object under the sun. I had almost 
forgot to observe, that the uppermost boughs of 
the oak had been dead for a century ; yet still 
they stretched their naked arms towards the 
sky, chaUenging the lightnings that often hud . 
stricken them. 
VoL,I.— E 
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It would be tiresome to both of us, my dear 
Madami were I to tell you all the petty inci- 
dents of that day, or detail the conversations 
between myself and my sisters, as well as our 
comrades, that flowered in groups or on solitary 
stalks along the bank. Believe me, it was 
quite as pleasant, and perhaps as philosophical, 
as discourse in general is among your species, 
at theatres, on race-courses, at levees, or in 
ball-rooms,'^— though I am Very willing to grant 
that it was not comparable, either in wit or wis- 
dom, to the tea-table tavlk of your most commu- 
nicative sex. At half-past nine o'clock in the 
forenoon, a butterfly, the first that I had seen,-— 
indeed the fit^st of the season,— -came fluttering^ 
over us. Our chat was immediately suspended, 
and every eye followed the brilliant stranger, 
while he sported to and fro, displaying his ele- 
gant form and gay apparel in every attitude ; 
hovering here, descending^ there, alighting m> 
where. We violets breathed our sighs of sweet- 
ness to allure him ; the daisies, — ^po'or things, 
how I pitied them l-^blushed to the tips of their 
petals, for it was plain that he despised them ; 
the primroses 'shivered with spleen, for they 
wer^ in the shade, and he never went'near them ; 
the bntter-cups blazed out in golden splendour^ 
and they seemed his favorites, for now he dipt 
towards one, then towards another of them, till, 
to the chagrin and astonishment of all, he at 
length settled on a glaring yellow dandelion, the^ 
vulgariat flower on the baDk,-^with which not 
one of us would eren ex(^ange a word ; and- 
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there he sate in the sun, opening and shutting 
his burnished wings, with ineffable self-compla- 
cency ; for it was soon evident that the coxcomb 
chose the gaudy weed, not for the love of it, 
but because its broad disk afforded him a con- 
venient resting-place, on which he could expand 
his gold and purple finery to the admiration, as 
he thought, of all that beheld him a We were 
so provoked, that we tried to look any way and 
every way, rather than at hin? ; and yet we 
caught our eyes continually turning, as it were 
by instinct, again to him, for really he was. a 
very pretty fellow, and would have been a thou- 
sand times more so if he had, not known it. At 
last he whisked away. O then you should have 
seen how demurely we squinted at each other ; . 
and not one was mistaken in reading disappoint- 
ment in the countenances of all the rest, but 
each was self-deceived in imagining that she 
could hide her own mortification from them. 

We were very silent and pouting for nearly 
an hour, ffhen a bee came humming along the 
lane ; and as soon as he had wheeled round the 
comer of the old oak, darted down upon one of 
us^ — ^it was upon me. I was frightened out of 
my wits, the assailant seemed so rough and 
warlike in form ; nay, so unceremonious were 
his manners, if manners they could be called, 
that, he instantaneously saluted me, bore me 
down to the ground^ and began sucking my 
breath till I was ready to faint ; then off he flew, 
singing as he went, without noticing another 
blossom on the bank. When I had a little re- 
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covered from the confusion occasioned by this, 
rencontre, I perceived that my neighbours were 
all sneering at me, and sneering so enviously 
that I soon foundy—rinstead of being angry at 
the honest bee for rifiing my honey, I ought to 
have thanked him for his condescension in tak- 
ing it by storm ; ,and it was evident, to me at 
least, {rom his preference and rA^tr jealousy, that 
I WAS tbe'sweetest and handsomest flower of the 
party. This notion so delighted' my vanity, 
that I became quite giddy, and eyed my com- 
panions whom nature had made less attractive 
than myself, with a kind of compassionate con- 
tempt. . Down from, a branch of the oak, that 
moment, fell a great 8prawlii>g spider full on my 
bosom^ where he lay wHggling on his back) 
five seconds I am sure^-^n age of misery to 
me !-*~-before he could gather his legs together, 
and throw himself, rolled up like a ball, on one 
of my lowest leares ; . where he remained to my 
unutterable annoyance, considering how he 
should further dispose of himself. Th e flowers, 
which had been hith«rto stifling their spleen 
against me, or muttering it in low whispers, 
now tittered aloud at this ridiculous mischance, 
wbile I was so paralyzed that I could not even 
cry out for help. 

Looking round in consternation for some de- 
liverer, I perceived in a black hole at the root 
of the tree, two eyes of fire, glowing through 
the darkness. They were pointed directly at 
me ; they were in motion ; they approached ; 
^nd slowly from his den crawled forth a monster 
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more misshapen than even my fear had imagin- 
ed it,—- a bloated, blotched, crook-backed, splay- 
footed toad ! His eyes indeed were beautifal i^ 
but they only rendered his person, (if I may use 
the expression,) more hideous^ by being placed 
amidst such loathsome deformity. When he 
had extricated his unwieldy paunch from his 
winter lodgings, he made an awkward jump to- 
wards me, apparently to seire the spider, which 
still lay like a nightmare ui>on my foot-stalk, 
withering me with horror. The toad missed 
his aim, and sate heaving his flaccid sides, to 
gather breath for another leap. Meanwhile the 
spider, aware of the peril, scrambled off among 
my saucy companions ; and I' could track his 
coarse under their leaves by their shrinking, as 
he touched the^, till he fairly buried himself 
amidst the group of primroses, throwing the 
whole family into hysterics, by his abominable 
presence,; — and in truth they deserved the pun- 
ishment, for they had been by fstr the most ma- 
licious in their reflections on me and my gal- 
lant, the humble bee. But I was not in a state 
to enjoy their distress; fori was still agonized 
at the sight of the toad, who remained some Ave 
or six minutes longer, staring me full in the 
face, gasping for wind, and sickening me with 
his pestilent breath. He then hopped aside ; 
but by some fatality missing the edge of the 
bank, he toppled headlong down the precipice 
into the lane. We saw him no more ; but the 
oak, whose branches overhung the steep, told 
us. that a leaden-coloured, nimble-bodied, yard- 
E2 
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long snake, dartingfrom a heap of rotten straw, 
under the opposite hedge, in which he had a 
nest, seized the poor toad as he lay on his back» 
bewildered by the fall, and, with no small tr6u- 
ble to both of them, Swallowed him up. Swift 
vengeance, however, followed ; for the snake 
had scarcely gulped down his live meal, when 
he was attacked by a school boy, turning that 
instant out of a cross-road, with a hazel-switch 
in his hand. The snake, having no stomachy 
either to fight or fly, afier such la dinner, was 
soon killed, atid qarried off by the conqueror^ 
hanging upon the stick which had been the in- 
strument of death, and then displayed the Iro- 
phy of his valour. > 

' It was now noon ; the morning had been 
warm, but the clouds were gathering thick 
above us; and the weather-wise oak assured us, 
on the faith of certiain portentous twinges in the 
knobs of his ropt, (perhaps when you are an old 
woman, and I wish you may live to be one, you 
will understand the nature of these ill omens by 
the stinging of^your corns,) that there would be 
rain; indeed the appearance of .the toad prog- 
nosticated such a visitation, if we had been bet- 
ter acquainted with his habits. My amanuensis 
tells me, that the latter is a questionable point, 
and that the appearance of these reptiles is 
rather an evidence that there has been a shower 
than that there will be one. But it is my bu- 
siness to record facts, not to philosophize upon 
them ;-r-so I proceed. There was scarcely a 
breath of airihrough the afternoon; all nature 
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seemed to be at rest, as in the depth of night, 
except on our bank7side, where we were thrown 
into n)iserable consternation, by th^ outcries of 
the dandelion on which the butterfly bad for- 
merly perched. It grew on an eminence hard by 
the forest .of nettles, which I mentioned before ; 
and there were various traditions in our country 
concerning this mount. Some people said it 
was an artificial hilF, which a giant who had 
lived under ground had thrown up for his ha- 
bitation in a remote age, and where it was sup- 
posed his posterity still resided ; according to 
others, it was an extinct volcano, — what this is, 
I presume you know, but I do not. The most 
rational opinion, however, (and it is mine,) was, 
that.in the days of fable, this was the Olympus 
of our classical region, on which Jove and his 
boon com]ianions were Wont to quaff nectar 
out of acorn cups, manufactured by an an- 
cestor of the old oak; and whence also on sum- 
mer evenings, the gay divinities, and even the 
muses and graces, as I have been told, were 
wont to descend upon the lower grounds to 
dance with our. great grannams, the flowers of 
two thousand generations back. — Now ifie dan- 
delion had scarcely congratulated herself and 
laughed us to scorn, on account of the triumph 
which she fancied she had. obtained in winning 
the heart of the beau-butterfly, (believe me, 
Madam, he had no heart at all,) from all the 
belles of the bank-side, when she felt an alarm- 
ing pain at her root. For three hours it con- 
tinued, with convulsions under ground, yet re- 
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gularly tending upward ; tHl at length, by the 
trembling of the dandelion when every thing 
else was still, and the crumbling of the ^s^il, 
which rose and broke on the surface, it was evi- 
dent to u& all, that there was an earthquake, and 
that the earthquake was growing more and 
more violent every instant. Though none of 
us had any pity for the poor dandelion, which 
now fell headlong from its place, like an up- 
rooted tree, we were in terrible consternation 
for ourselves, not knowing how far the ruin 
thus begun might be extended! While we were 
all in breathless suspense, of expectation, to see 
what the mountain in labour would bring forth, 
the soil on the spot heaving as if it were alive, — 
slowly out of the in idst arose a strange animal. 
Xt was coal-black, had a swine's snout, human 
hands, and a body like a bear ;—r believe you 
call it a mole, and may laugh at pur terrors ; 
but, my dear lady, only imagine yourself rooted 
in the ground, as we flowers were, and a mon- 
ster, such as I have described, a hundred times 
bigger than yourself, emerging from the earth, 
and reeling towards you, blind indeed, but snuff- 
ing his prey, anjd led to it by the infallible in- 
stinct of his nose, — truly, madam, methinks 
you would deem it no laughing matter. Our 
whole population shrunk upon their bedsj and 
shrieked out so loud, that the old oak who was 
taking an afternoon liap, was startled from his 
sleep, and snarlingly enquired, what Was the 
matter. Not one of us had courage to answer, 
but he soon di9covered the cause of our fright; 
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and with his usual good humour bade us not to 
be afraid. 

At this crisis, the clouds, which had long been 
lowering, broke suddenly, and poured down rain 
in torrents on our heads. The mole, neither . 
liking the air nor the water from above, burrow^ 
ed his way back again into his subter|*anean 
abode, without doing any harm, except hum- 
bling the pride of the dandelion, for which we 
were all yery much obliged to him. It was only 
an April storm; towards ieyeping, the sun broke 
through the gloom, and spread a beautiful rain- 
bow from one end of heaven to the other, as it 
appeared to me. The blue sky. cleared, the 
earth glowed with verdure ; every leaf and sprig 
of plant and flower, glittered with diamonds 
of the first water. AH nature look^ sniiling 
and joyous. The gnats, by myriads, were 
dancing iii circular clouds over our heads, re- 
peatedly assembling though as often dispersed 
by the swallows that darted to and fro in the 
open space between the faledges of the lane, and 
sometimes skimmed athwart our bank, bending 
our heads with their delicate breasts, or strikitig 
the dew-drops out of our bells, with sudden 
touches of the tips of their wings. A black- 
bird, perched on the old oak, chaunted in his 
loudest notes a simple tale, about a few sticks 
and straws in a nlighbouring wood, which he and 
his true-love had gathered ia the rambles of 
their courtship, and woven into what they called 
a nest, where five chirpers had been disclosed 
from the shells that very mornings This had 
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. awal^enedy for the first time since he himself 
was hatched, all the rapturous tenderness of a 
parent in his heart, from the fulness of which 
lie poured for^h such a song as made me ^ish 
that I had been born " with such a pair of 
wings" as his, " and such a head between *em ;*' 
for that little home was all the world to him ; — 
aye, and he had a right to be happy in his own 
way, and to tell every body pf his happiness, 
though none besides himself cared a straw about 
either his nest, his mate, or his young ones. 
Meanwhile the firmament above rang with the 
carolling of larks ; the thrushes answered each 
other from tree to tree; and in the hedges, lin- 
nets, chaffinches, and wrens were playing on 
their small pipes as many tunes as there were 
minstrels among them, yet forming one harmo- 
nious concert. Above all) the cuckoo, con- 
tinually changing his place, but never changing 
his note, made glad the ear that hearkened to 
him, while the eye in vain sought him out. All 
was peace and concord around, and we flowers^ 
forgetting our little enmities and rivalships, en- 
joyed the breeze that mingled our sweets, and 
wafted them as incense to heaven. 

In the height of our festivity, a little company . 
of human beings, the first whom I had Seen' 
above the rank of milk-boys, jolting along on ; 
their asses, with barrels, and at occasional clod- 
pole, in his smock frock, ^^ whistling as he went 
for want of thought," — ^a little company of hu- 
man beings, consisting of yourself, and a few of 
ydur friends of either sex, came sauntering 
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down the lane. While I was gazing with de- 
lightful astonishment on the apparition^ one of 
you — I won't say who— stept asid^, and plucked ' 
me. O the pang of that separation ! may you 
never feel one so sharp, or, if you must, may it 
be as moinentary; — for the next instant I was 
the happiest fiower in the world ; — it was a lady 
who hjad plucked me, and she placed me in her 
bosom. There I should have been content to 
die, buft, whether my brain was turned by my 
good fortune, or whether the south -wind was 
envious of my felicity, and blew me away? cer- 
tain it is, that I had no great cause to be proud 
of the lady'd partiality, for she was so regard- 
less of me, that, before I had gone ten paces, I 
** fell from my high estate," and what mortified 
me most was— she never missed me^. Then, in- 
deed, had I perished miserably in the dust, or 
been trampled to death by some hob-nailed 
shoe, had not another personage in your train, 
< — he who has acted as my amanuensis in writing 
these memoirs, — picked me up, carried me' 
home, and placed me in a lachrymatory, filled, 
as he assures me, with pure Castalia defw, in 
which I have lived long enough to tell you the 
fable of my life, and, with my dying words, to 
say, that if you find no moral in it, the fault is 
Hot mine. Farewell. ' . 

Viola* 
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• JUVENILE DELINQUENCY. 

London is so immense a city, that a stranger 
going thither finds himself soon bewildered in 
attempting to thread its mazes, or comprehend 
its grandeur. Though there may be no place 
in the world in which a coxcomb struts with 
more seIf-importat>ce, there is none where a 
thinking being will more completely feel bis 
insignificance. He is but one of the integers 
that make up a million, and which, in thjs arith- 
metical expression of that sum, are all sunk 
under a solitary figure and six ciphers— 1,000, 
000^^— though, perhaps, his Individual number 
on the roll-call might be no less than 999,999 I 
Like a drop of rain falling from the cloud into 
the ocean, his personal identity seen^s absorbed 
in the abstract idea of multitude perpetually 
realized, and perpetually changing, before his 
eyes. Stand where Ke will, and as long as he 
may, in the heart of this great capital, the double 
tide of passing and re-passing people rolls in 
counter- currents beside him, and though the 
persons that compose it are disappearing every 
moment, still he beholds the strean;!, 

** Which runs, and as it mas for e?er will run on." 

Cowley. 
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In the contemplation of these phenofnena, a 
fanciful spectator^ like myself, may easily ima-* 
gine that he is a living consciousness alone, 
without corporeal frame ; for, except tbe me*- 
chanical jostling which he must encounter, he 
might be invisible for aught any body about him 
either knows or cares, — ^so utterly is he over- 
looked by others, and yet so marvellously en- 
larged and enlightened appears the faculty of 
vision in hinaself, from the multiplicity of ob- 
jects and infinity of associations continually ex- 
hibited to his eye, and crowding through his 
mind. Not the dream of Belinda herself was 
fuller of enchanting bustle and perplexity : 

" There wigs with wigs, with sword-knots sword- 
knots strivet 
I Beaux banish beaux, and coaches coaches drive." 

Boipe of the Lock. 

Now, as in the streets the animal motion is 
perpetual, so within the houses the cpurse of 
business, of pleasure, of study, of riot, with the 
vicissitudes of relaxation, disgust, repose, and 
exhaustion, holds on without any interruption 
in the general progress, though every hour cuts 
off some of the actors engaged in it, and iniro^ 
duces new adventurers upon the scene. To 
come to particulars. In Fleet Street and the 
Strand, every evening after sun-set, there is a 
tawdry shew of prostitutes in the wayy— {aUen 
spirits themselves, seeking to seduce others into 
like ruiny— and doing it for bread. At the OW 

VoL-L— F ■ 
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Balt^y^ on the first day of every session, there is 
a black calbndar of prisoners awaiting their 
trials for every kind of crime. How comes it 
that the wMks.of infamy in the first instance, 
and the receptacles of culprits in the second,, 
are supplied with so incessant an influx of new 
and miserable transgressors, since from the very 
character of their respective callings, and the 
judicial penalties attached to the same by the 
Jaws of nature and society, the days of the pre- 
sent tenants must be few as well as evil ; the . 
former being rapidly swept away by the pe^ti-^ 
lence in which they breathe, and the latter struck 
down by the sword of justice, which pursues 
them day and night, like the weapon in the hand 
of a destroying angel ? 

The answer is obvious;-— as every rank, trade^ 
and profession in the civil community, is per- 
petuated by the silent and imperceptible suc- 
cession of generations, springing up, and sliding 
into the places of their parents and predeces- 
sors, as these fall away ; so that, without the in^- 
vidious prescriptions of ra^rr, no chasm or sus- 
pension occurs in any of the occupations of life ; 
—in like manner, the untimely and violent mor- 
tality among harlots and ielons is steadily coun- 
teracted by a corresponding Energy of exertion 
among the abandoned and incorrigible slaves of 
passion and cupidity, tot train up children in the 
way wherein they should noi go, who shall in- 
herit their vices and tread in* their steps when 
they are no more ; and t|iu[» fornish' the stews 



•nd the prisons, the hulks and the gallows, with 
perennial prey. 

This mystery of iniquity worka so effectually, 
that a man standing in one of the public paths 
of the metropolis on any night of the year, 
when the daughters of shame are parading, to 
and fro, with artificial beauty painted on distem- 
pered cheeks, and laugMng amidst heart-sick- 
ness to feign the joy they ti^nnot feel, and hide 
the woe they dare not utter; — any man, thus 
standing and witnessing this scene of gaiety and 
despair, on the broad road that leads down to 
destruction, might exclaini, in the spirit of all 
but in&llible prophecy ; — ^" Poor Victims I deck- 
ed with garlands and perfumed with essences 
for the sacrifice, the place that knows you now 
shall soon know you nomoris ; yet will that place ' 
have lost none of its attractions by your, remo- 
val 7 others yet inn^ent wUl be wronged as you 
have been, and in their frenzy and revenge will 
turn like you upon mankind, and become temp- 
ters and destroyers to that sex, from which they 
and you have experimioed unnatural perfidy and 
cruelty, instead of tenderness, love, and protec- 
tion. There are in this great city thousands of 
female children already initiated, in the princi- 
ples of debauchery, and preparing to be brought 
out upon this stage, when you have played your 
part. Aye and behind the scenes, there are 
those, your sisters in profligacy, but not yet iti 
misfortune, who, though they are clothed in 
purple and fine linen, and fare sumptuously 
every dayi'^though they ride in tiie gilt chariot, 
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and shine in the drefts circley««ere long must 
he outcasts from the palaces which they inhahit} 
and drag their emaciated limbs through these 
highways into the darkest alleys cind most ob- 
scene haunts of prostitution. There are, too, 
in remote villages, hundreds of infants, some at 
this moment siniilitig on the knees of virtuous 
mothers, whose heartar they will one day break; 
others learning the truths of religion in Sunday 
schools, which they will live to despise, though 
they can never forget them ; but more, far more 
the oflfopring of ignorant, idle, impious parents, 
influenced only by wicked example,— all of 
whom, in the course of a few years, were I to 
take my standing here again, I should see in 
your garb, in your condition, under your con- 
demnation. Nay, were I to dari a look,-— but 
I dare not^-«were I to dart ^a look of agonized 
fear, down the vista of futunty, thronged with 
apparitions of beings coming into existence, I 
might prognosticate that ntyriads of these un- 
born shadows, when they shall have put on mor- 
tality, will swarm along these paths of ruin,— 
and in their turns be as deceived and deceiving, 
as merry and as wretched as you have been." 

The same grave personage, whom we have 
imagined making this protentous soliloqu):, 
might next turn to Newgate, take up his para- 
ble there, and in the same strain of melancholy- 
anticipation, fortell the occupancy 6f its dun- 
geons and its drop, by. murderers and thieves, 
some already in their youth, and ripe for com- 
mit^l, others in their nonage and passing from 
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the lowest to the highest ferma in schools of 
ignoTOiny ; while Tnyriads and myriads are yet 
in^the womb of time, of whom it may hereafter 
be said, " Better would it have been for these 
had they never been born.'* — And is this the 
actual and the perspective state of the two 
classes of society, twa numerous classes in the 
metropolis of Britain, every day of every year? 
Who can consider the systieniatic propagation 
of vice, and its concomitant suffering in sucha 
place, by a fatality so unfailing, without emo- 
tions of the deepest horror and warmest, pity I 

Nor is. this plague confined to London. The 
large , mamifacturing towns are nurseries for 
metropolitan proQigacy, as well as for home- 
consumption in the bodies and souls of human 
beings, devoted from their cradles to work all 
manner of wickedness greedily. If crimes, 
however, have multiplied, since the commence- 
ment of the late wan, even beyond the propor- 
tionate increase of population, it must be ac* 
knowledged that they are generally committed 
with less atrocity of violence. The practice of 
villany itself partakes of the advanced refine- 
ment of the age, though it is no recommenda- 
tion of that practice, to trace its improvement 
to the earlier initiation of children in its secrets, 
and thie more frequent employment of their 
agency in executing its purposes. Want of 
education, the evil habits of parents, the lessons 
of idle companions, sabbath-breaking, gambling 
for half-pence, frequenting low taverps, and, 
above all, the indiscriminate association of chil^ 
F 2 
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dren of both sexes in daily labours, as well as 
in occasionalmiscfaief and revelry, are the com* 
mon auspices under which juvenile delinquency 
is begun and consummated. By such means 
boys and girls from their infancy are corrupted, 
«nd gradually led onb emboldened and hardened 
as they proceed, from sin to sin, till they are 
lit for any th^ng that makes them unfit to live 
and more unfit to die* It is true, that in pro- 
vincial towns, prostitution does not often walk 
the streets with that repulsive effrontery which 
it assumes in the capital, nor can the petty gangs 
of thieves in their teens in such places boast, 
that they have among them many choice spirits 
who have twice or thrice escaped the gallows, 
on account of their youth alone ; but it must be 
granted, that they are not more behind their 
London kindred in depravity and adroitness, 
thsn might be expected from their lack of the 
opportunities which those have enjoyed who 
were bred in the purlieus of the court and the 
city. The following authentic circumstance will 
exemplify the puerile rivalry, in the heroism of 
profiigacy* In a certain country town, one dark 
evening, two boys went into a shop, the master 
of which, amoiig other small wares in which he 
dealt, was accustomed to furnish silver for notes 
to the neighbouring manufacturers at a small 
premium. On pretence of wanting, change, the 
rogues induced the young womap who attended, 
to bring out a bag containing about thirty pounds 
in value, of silver coin and tokens. This was 
firo sooner laid on the compter than one of the 
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deicterous knaves seized it before her face, and 
both darting out of the shop i^ith the prize into 
the midst of a groupe of their companions, who 
were waiting at the window, they all scampered 
off in different directions, so that when the poor 
girl had recovered sufficiently from her surprise 
at the boldness of the theft, to run out and give 
the alarm, pursuit was hopeless. Not long af- 
terwards one of the graceless gang was appre- 
hefided, on another charge, when hei confessed 
having borne a part in this buccaneering enter- 
prise, and stated that he and his accompHcea 
had contrived to squander the whole of the 
treasure in less than a week^ by drinking and dis- 
sipation in base public houses, and the haunts of 
abandoned persons of the other sex. The party 
consisted of lads from twelve to sixteen years of 
age, so destitute or so , neglected, that during 
this debauch they were wont to sleep pr rather 
litter at nights by some coke-fires near the 
neighbouring coal-pits. 

Another instance {a double one) of prema^ 
ture depravity will show that vice of the direst 
kind is not peculiar to populous cities or manu- 
facturing districts, but may sometimes be found 
in the last places where a poet, at least, would 
think of looking for it. Hannah ♦ • » * ♦ was 
only sixteen years of age when she committed 
a crime for which human justice required and 
took away her life. That crime was the great- 
est which can be committed ; — it was murder, 
and mnrder under circumstances the most atro- 
cious. She was convicted of poisoning Jane 
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• ♦*•♦ apparently from no other motive than 
the idle hope of obtaining, by her removal , the 
. menial situation in a family which the deceased 
held, and which she herself had formerly oc- 
cupied, but had been turned away, on account 
of her morose and uncontroH?ibly bad temper. 
The deed had been long premeditated ; she 
carried the poison with which she designed to 
accomplish it, and did accomplish it, at length, 
—she carried the poison* about wich her for ten 
ipontbs. — The person whom she destroyed was 
lier companion, and she destroyed her by an 
act' that purported to be an act of kindness. She 
gave her a cake as a token of friendship. — 
During the long interval tvhile she bore the 
poison about her person, and the murder in her 
heart, though she frequently and. familiarly 
associated with her unsuspecting victim, it does 
not appear that she ever" relented from her fe- 
rocious purpose ; — when that victim, to her 
knowledge, was expiring in excruciating tor- 
ments, she showed no symptoms of compassion, 
much less of remorse; — while she herself lay 
in prison, month after month, awaiting her triaf, 
she appeared! more hardened and careless of 
her doom as the crisis drew nearer; — when ar- 
raigned at the bar of justice, she was itupidly 
undismayed, and heard the sentence as if it 
•were not her own ; nay, her only defence was a 
most unnatural aggravation of her guilt ; she 
attempted to bring into the same condemnation 
-with herself her nearest relatives, as accom- 
plices in her crime. Between judgi^ent and 



JUVENILE DELIKRUSNCT. 69 

execution, she betrayed no compunction for 
past offences, though blood was upon her soul ; 
no sensibility to present dai^ger, though her 
very moments weje numbered ; and no fear of 
future retribution, though to her there was biit 
the drop pf the scaffold between this world and 
the ne^tt. She yielded in one point only, and 
that at the last gasp,*^she cleared her sister, 
and other friends, whom she had inculpated, and 
who were suffering dreadfully utxder the cruel 
aspersion, from being partakers of her crime or 
privy to it ; and thus the poor infatuated wretch 
narrowly esciaped going into eternity with the 
guilt of being, by false accusation, the murderer 
of her next kindred. The hand trembles in 
transcribinfgi and the eye revolts from the pe- 
rusing, such a detail of horror^ but tho value of 
the lesson to the living makes it a duty not to 
keep back any part of the known truth. The 
God of mercy forbid that it should be recorded 
to cast gratuitous obloquy upon the dead I 

But who was she?— The daughter of a pea-* . 
sant, bom and brought up in one of those pic- 
turesque and retired situations, among moun- 
tains and dales, which poetry and romance 
would instantly fix upon as the uncontiaminaled 
abode of peace, innocence, and virtue. Alas ! 
how little^ allied to reality, in general, are the 
dreams of minstrels and the phantasmagoria of 
tale-tellers I In «uch places, sequestered not on- 
ly from the seductions of the great world, but 
also from the humanizing influences of culti- 
vated society, there frequently prevails a degree 
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of ignorance,: — nay', brutishness, — which, how- 
ever harmless in its ordinary phlegmatic course, 
yet, under the excitement of envy, revenge, or 
cupidity, is capable of daring and perpetrating 
the most desperate deeds. This young woman 
had learned to read, but she had learned that to 
little purpose; for, according to a document, 
.■which the writer has seen, "she was never 
placed in the way of 'moral instruction, nor ac- 
customed to religious observances." . For lack 
of knowledge, then, she perished. Even in her 
last hour, she preserved that obdurate compo- 
sure which she had held from the beginning, 
though she joined in the language of devotion, 
and performed with decency the common-place 
part assigned to her by ancient usage, in the 
solemnities of her own death. But she mani- 
fested no sign of true penitence to the eye of 
man; so that, when her spirit returned to Him 
who gave it, "an involuntary shuddering seized 
the assembled multiiuide," says a spectator, i 
"and though she excited little sympathy, a| 
general feeling of horror was expressed, that 
one so young should have been so guilty and so 
insensible."— To the credit of the poorer part 
of her sex, in that quarter of the, kingdom, no 
female had been executed at the county -town 
where she sufTpred, (in March, 1819,) during 
sixty years preceding. , 

That comparative virtue, however, was not 
the effect of the severity of the law, on the con* 
trary, the impotence of such severity, was sti ik* 
ingly exemplified in the case under considera* 
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tion : Hannah's crime having been committed 
in the immediate vicinity, within the daily view, 
and almost under the shadow, of a gibbet, ou 
which hung, creaking in his irons, close by the 
highway: side, the body of a youth, who, a few 
years before, and almost as prematurely as she^ 
had been executed for the deliberate murder of 
a poor woman that kept an adjacent toll-gate. 
This early victim of justice, in barbarity, folly, 
and insensibility, was the prototype of the un- 
fortunate girl whom the example of his fearful' 
end, and his posthumous ignominy, could not 
deter from following the more impressive ex- 
ample, of his wicked deed.— Such was his fatui- 
ty, that, while the eyes of the whole neighbour- 
hood were in search of the murderer, he gave* 
to his " sweetheart" a pair of shoes Which he 
had stolen from the cottage, if not from the per- 
son of his victim. Thusi he became his own 
betrayer. His remains are suspended scarcely 
a stone's throw from his father's cottage, and 
in full prospect before it ; a spectacle of terror 
to those only who need not such warnings, and 
of indifference, it ihight seem, to those for whom 
alone these portentous exhibitions could be in- 
tended. I have heard of a criminal, thus gib- 
beted near a provincial town, whose widow, 
when she went to market, used to lock the door 
of her house, and taking her little children with 
her, turned them loose at the gallow's foot, bid- 
ding th,em play there, under the car6 of their 
father, till she returned. 
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The epilogue of poor Hannah's hiitoryy &c, 
shall be given in the words of a spectator of her 
execution. *^ Being at the out-skirts of the 
town^ about one o'clock yesterday, I was shock- 
ed to meet numerous parties of ^ir/« and young 
vomefij dressed ift their best attire, returning 
from the tragic exhibition which they had been 
witnes8ing,-r-laughing and sauntering careless- 
ly along, as though they were perfectly tincon- 
scious, that, a few moments before, they had 
been present when a soul had been violently 
separated from its earthly companion, under 
circumstances the mosr awful. Then must I 
add the drCinken Scenes that disgraced the 
streets at night; and let the dispassionate states- 
man say, what good has been done by an exe- 
cution." 

The foregoing remarks and illustrations have 
been thrown together for the sole purpose of 
presenting, not to the abhorrence, but to the 
compassion of the more virtuous classes of 
the community, the most unfortunate of all 
human beings,-— children and youth, training 
iip, in this Christian country, for the service 
of sin here, and its wages, death, hereaf- 
ter;— death, temporal and premature by de- 
bauchery, suicide, or the sentence of the law ; — 
and death eternal, if not rescued in time from 
the perils of error by religious instruction, or 
plucked in their last moments, by the hand of 
bivine IVfercy, like brands from the burning. 
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AN OLD ENGLISH YEAR. 

There is nothing in the history of the ancient 
Jews, (miracles themselves not excepted,) more 
surprising to Christian readers, than their pbone- 
ness to m^irmur under every dispensation of 
Providence Which they did not perfectly under- 
stand and approve ; and yet nothing ought to be 
less surprising, since Christians themselves are 
frequently Jews in this. Those who can look 
back a little way into the last century, and call 
up the images and remeifnbrances of years that 
are long vanished, are ready tp tell their juniorsy 
that when they were children, time wore a love- 
lier aspect and more characteristic features 
than he does now ; the climate was more genial) 
and the seasons were more regular ; spring was 
all fragrance and promise; summer all glory 
and beauty ; autumn all mirth and festivity ; 
winter was magnificence abroad, and fire-side 
felicity at home. But now " winter lingers in 
the lap of May," summer is cheerless and hu- 
mid, autumn late and unfruitful; while winter 
is neither hot nor cold, wet nor dry, and has nei- 
ther frost nor snow, nor indeed any weather to 
which a name can be given ;— in short, these 
complainants depose, that now there is no gra- 
dation of seasons at all ; and the months, from 
one end of the year to the other> are so little dia« 
Vol. I.— G 
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tinguishablC) that they might very well be re- 
versed from December to January, if not dislo- 
cated altogether^ and dropt from the moon, like 
things forgotten, in any derangement that might 
happen. 

It must be acknowledged, — ought it not to 
be a theme for gratitude rather than discontent ? 
-—that occasionally, in our free-born English 
climate, sumtner and winter Seem to meet on 
netitral ground, during a truce of antipathies, 
exchange mantles and walk arm in arm through 
the fields and the forests, — as Glaucus and Dio- 
mede, encountering on a plain before Troy, sus^ 
pended hostility, entered into cordial commu- 
nion, and exchanged armour, in token of the an- 
cient friendship between their houses ; the youth- 
ful warrior resigning his golden mail, which 
cost a hundred oxen, for the veteran's battered 
brass, too dear at ten. Thus in the months of 
July md August, we have seen the woods flou- 
rishing in their fullest luxuriance of foliage, and 
th^ orchards glowing with fruit amidst pastures 
that wore the arid appearance of winter without 
anow ; while in December and January we have 
observed the same woods and orchards, barren 
and leafless, surrounded by the same pastures, 
clothed in the verdure and freshness of May, 
wherb sheep were nibbling, and cattle ruminat- 
. ing at their ease, with vernal delight and tran- 
quillity. But, in general, year follows. year, in 
the cycles of time, with so little variation of 
general phases and temperature, that one can- 
not be distinguished from another, without an 
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effort of recollection, and the association of local 
or personal events with the seasop at which they 
happened. We count not with more certainty 
on the re-appearance of the sanne stars in the 
firmament, than the return pf the same phe- 
nomena on the earth, at regular periods, within 
the compass of twelve months ; for in that small 
circle, that single link in the chain of ages, oc- 
cur all the great revolutions of nature which the 
oldest man can expect to witness in his native 
country. 

Complaints, however, such as have been al- 
luded, to above, are in almost every body's 
mouth who has breathed a little longer in this 
troublesome world than the youth who came to • 
years of, discretion yesterday. How far they are 
trUe it would be wasting time to enquire : there 
is probably no more cause for repining now at 
the depravity of our changeable climate^ than 
there was of old for the ingratitude of the Jews, 
when as their daily bread, they received " angels' 
food," and the water from the rock followed 
them through all their, wanderings, for forty 
years in the wilderness. It is natural for adults 
to think that the seasons of their infancy and 
youth were more delightful in themselves than 
those of their maturity and decay, because then 
they had ih their own frames and spirits, sensi- 
bilities for enjoyment which age may have blunt#^ 
ed, or frequent repetition of the same objects^ 
though objects of pleasure, may have wearied ; 
and because they have discovered that " there 
is nothing new under the sun," they foolishly 
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imag^ine that there is nothing good, but that all 
niustbe "vanity and vexation of spirit." Those 
who are such mal-conteots under the adminis- 
tration of alnaighty Providence, as to make dis- 
trust of his wisdom and beneficence an article of 
their creed of unbeliefs deserve to have their 
imaginations realized to themselves : those who 
have a better sense of mercies, which are re- 
newed every morning, like the manna of the 
wilderness. . will acknowledge that the Lord is 
good to all that live, and that he still causeth his 
sun to shine on the evil and oh the good, and 
his rain to fall on the just and the unjust. Let pre* 
sumption then be silent, or answer, if it can, the 
sublime interrogations addressed by Jehovah 
from the whirlwind, to Job. " Canst thou bin^ 
the sweet influences of Pleiades, or loose the 
bands of Orion ? Canst thou bring forth Maz- 
zaroth in his season ? Or canst thou guide Arc- 
turus and his sons ? Knowest thou the ordinan- 
ces of Heaven ? Canst thou iset the dominion 
thereof in the earth ?'* 

At length, ( October 6fd, 1818,) there has been 
a succession of seasons so distinct from each 
other, so characteristic of the progress of nature- 
from the desolation of winter to the exuberance 
of harvest, that we might imagine one of the 
years of the last century had retu<'ned from 
pblivion, and interpolated the late ungenial se- 
ries with one of the old sort, to show what times 
had been. 1 1 is true, that the last vfinter was rather 
too effeminate to exemplify the robust and cho* 
Jeric peculiarities of its forefathers in hardier 
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times, who, like the ancient Scythians, were all 
facty and could face any thing in the shape of 
weather. The heavens were not perpetually 
scowling with tempests, nor the atmosphere 
shining intensely with spangles of frost; the 
earth was not always iron, nor the waters marble 
beneath the foot, benumbed till it could no 
longer feel xht cold, nor burning as if it were 
in the heart of a fire, when warmth ^nd circula- 
tion were restored. We did not often hearpeo- 
ple, whose teeth chattered till their tongues 
stuttered, and whose finger ends tingled in con- 
tradiction to their words, congratulate each 
other on the fine seasonable weather, when the 
air was so sharp as to make respiration labour 
to the healthiest and strongest ; while death, on 
the keen blast, (and like the blast invisible, 
though every where fell) went from house to 
house, nipping infancy, strangling age, crush- 
ing weakness, and peopling church-yards. On 
the contrary, because, with a few superb inter- 
ludes of elementary uproar, the winter solstice 
was generally mild, the atmosphere open, and 
it was a pleasure to live and breathe, many wise 
folks seemed to think such clemency a great 
calamity ; and though compelled by their own 
senses to confess, that the breeze and the 
sunshine were very agreeable, they lamented 
that both should be so unseasonable ; nor could 
the silence of the passing bell, or the voices of 
their living friends, for whom assuredly it would 
have tolled, had one bitter night such as they 
desi];edy come over them, convince the murmur- 
G 2 
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ers that the fine temperature was notpestilen- 
t\b\ I envy not the apathy and perverseness of 
those who will not enjoy such blessings when- 
ever they are sent ;— for me there will be dark 
dayS) and cold days, and rainy ones enough, be- 
fore the end of twelve months. Those, however, 
who would choose nothing from November till 
April but vapours, and clouds, and storms, or 
frost, snow, and ice, may expect soon to be 
gratified to their heart's content, as the seasons 
have now returned to their regular course ; but 
they must not expect to be a whit happier for 
the miseries of the ne^ct winter, nor will all the 
coughs, catarrhs, and consumptions, which they 
or their dearest friends may enjoy in due course, 
appease their everlasting disposition to find fault 
with what they cannot mend, since, as shall 
presently be .shown, they have been no more 
content with the late orderly seasons than they 
•were wont to be with the desultory ones of past 
years. 

Well, after such a winter as Providence was 
pleased to send to the unworthy and unthankful, 
' we had a spring, — a genuine spring, uninter- 
rupted with relapses of frost, the malign in- 
fluence of blights, or the cutting rigour of east 
"winds; the grass and the flowers, the bud, the 
foliage^ and the bloom, broke forth over the 
face of the whole land so suddenly and luxuriant- 
ly, that they seemed the effects of intelligence 
and design in the bosom of the earth that bore 
them; as if it were by her own choice, and at 
her own pleasure, she awoke from the dust, put 
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on her beautiful garments, and went forth like 
a bride to meet the sun, returning; from the south 
and rejoicing in the renewal of his splendour 
and strength. But it was soon discovered that 
all this loveliness of promise, this pledge of 
abundance,- was vain and fallacious.. The birds, 
however, knew.no better than to be as happy as 
usual ; they loved and they sang, they built and 
they bred, till the air and the woods rang with 
their music, glittered with their plumage, and 
appeared alive with their motion. Man alone 
was sullen and suspicious ; spring had come in- 
deed, as of old, but it had only come at last; it 
had come too late, and it went too soon. 

Summer quickly succeeded, and the change 
was decisive; nobody could mistake June for 
April. The meadows called for the scythe; 
they were mown, the grass was tedded, the hay 
was made, the hay was stacked without rain, 
and almost without labour and expence. The 
quality was excellent,— no portion of it had been 
rotted on the ground, or sanded with floods, or 
gotten too early and in danger of taking fire, 
but — ^there must be some defect in every opera- 
tion of nature and arrangement of Providence, 
or our perverse spirits would never be satisfied. 
There was not enough of it ; that is, there was 
not enough for the jobbers, whatever there might 
be for the cattle. Summer, meanwhile, advanc- 
ed with increasing heat and splendour from day 
to day; the fountains and the streams failed, 
vegetation languished in the pastures and on the 
moors, though the hedges were never more gor- 
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geously arrayed in wild roses and honey-suc- 
kleS) HOT the woods and the scattered trees more, 
laden with foliage in the memory of man. The 
herds and the flocks, however, pined on the 
seahty herbage, and languished under the 
fervors of a sun exercising tropical power in the 
heart of the temperate zone. Then the mur- 
murs grew loud} impatient and prophetic ; not 
only the market price of butter and eggs became 
exorbitant, but the country was threatened with 
a famine of bread, for the corn-crops were ab- 
solutely burnt up. Such were the prognostica- 
tions, of those who were wily enough to foresee 
an advantage to themselves from the expected 
and desired failure of harvest. 

Autumn, however, came on jovially, and the 
fields were ready for the sickle a month ear- 
lier than in some' former years ; the harvest was 
reaped, and housed, like the hay, by a cou/i de 
main^ without damage from mildew, sprout, 
rain, or any other accidents : it was perfect in 
quality, and, as for quantity, there was enough 
for every body except the speculators, and for 
them there was too much. Their spleen- and 
disappointment accordingly were exacerbated 
in proportion to the deliciousness of their for- 
mer hopes of a bad harvest. A hue and cry 
must be made: there was plenty of corn, but then 
the straw was lighter than it might have been 
if the grain had not been so heavy ; in plain Eng- 
lish, there would have been more litter for the 
horses, if there had been less food for man i The 
harvest had been well got ; but the farmers had 
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scarcely paid any wages to what they were ac- 
customed ; of course thousands of industri/jus^ 
poor, especially Irish labourers, had lost what" 
they might have gained, if the season iuvu ocen 
unfavourable, though they will gain ihrkc as 
much without toil in the comparatively redaced 
price of the most necessary article of life. To 
come down to this present day, the sixtli of 
October: — the long draught and oppressive 
heat have been recently followed by abundant 
and refreshing showers, with lucid intervals of 
sunshine, which, within the last three wetks, 
have renovated the aspect of nature, and call- 
ed forth a second spring in the middle of 
Autumn, like a beautiful infant playing in the 
lap of a staid matron, whose other oftVpririg are 
grown up. What faults can be found now ? A 
hundred,— *-a thousand,— a million, e. g. Apples, 
after years of scarcity, are so prodigal a crop 
that they are absolutely a drug ;— mushrooms 
spring up so perseveringly, that the fields in a 
morning are white over with them, and it is to 
be feared, that -some of his majesty's liege-sub- 
jects may be surfeited by eating them to excess, 
and others poisoned by not eating them at all, 
but toad-stools in their stead. Onions have been 
so scarce, that there were golden hopes for a 
few lucky growers ; but now, with the hero in 
the play, they may ** go weep," for such sup- 
plies of this dainty vegetable are come from 
abroad, that the scet>t need never be lost again 
by those who love it. The oaks this year have 
yielded such enormot^s quantities of ^corn^i 
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that the swine fed by this astringent diet may 
perhaps be cured alive, and turned into leather 
instead of bacon by the tanning principle ! Hops 
are so plentiful that some monopHzers are ready 
to hang themselves on the poles where all their 
hopes were suspended in clusters, but perished 
amidst the redundant produce of the plant. 
Such'have been the grievances of the murmur- 
ers against Providence in a year after their own 
mind, consisting of four distinct seasons, — Win- 
ter, Spring, Summer, and Autumn,' according 
to the good old fashion ;'-— a year which, no 
doubt, will be remembered by the very same 
persons, to contrast in the way of ingenious 
comparison with less benificent ones to conie, 
for the worthy purpose of proving to posterity 
how much times have degenerated. 

The " present times'* always have been-— 
and probably always will bCf— the worst. The 
groans of all ages, from the golden down to the 
iron, over the blessedness of those that went be- 
fore them, testify this paradoxical truth; but no 
sooner does the present time become the past, 
than it is canonized like all its ancestors, and its 
vanished felicities are sung and celebrated by 
poets and orators, patriots and moralists. And 
so will it be with our own day ; when it is turn- 
ed into yesterday, it will rise again on the eyes 
of to-morrow, as bright and benign as if sun- 
shine and showers had alternately shed glory 
and fertility on every step of its progress. It 
is, however, a lamentable thing, that, as the vir- 
tues and good deeds of many men never appear 
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till their tomb-stpnes are engraven with thenii 
the superiority of the period that is passing 
away, should not be discovered by those who 
live in it, but only be recorded and deplored by 
their successors to justify ingratitude against 
Providence for the peculiar advantages which 
they possess, because those advantages may be 
accompanied with some inconveniences brought 
upoit them^selves, which their forefathers had 
escaped by more prudence or less caprice. 
Thi9^ however, is a general source of consolation, 
that if the " present times" were always the 
worst J our own time is only like those that went 
before it, and might, without the aid of sophis- 
try, be proved from this very fact to be as good 
as any^ even the best of them. 

To return to the original subject : whatever 
may have occas^ioned the real or imaginary 
change of climate in this country, we all know 
one thing, — we cannot mend the weather, and 
yet nothip^ is easier than to say how it might be 
mended ; for though man is rehictantly com- 
pelled to acknowledge himself inferior in power 
to his Maker, he does not so hopelessly relin- 
quish his claim to superior wisdom. Suppos- 
ing, then, that a decree went forth from heaven, 
and the controul of the elements were placed in 
the hands of those, whose self-interest would be 
a security that they wt>uld mal^e the best use 
they could of their awful authority;— what kind 
of seasons should we have ? In the first placei 
every farmer would command such weather on 
his own iandS) as in his judgment would be 
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most auspicious for his particular soil^ crop^^ 
and live-stock. Hence, at the same hour of the 
day fi'om an elevated station, we might behold 
the sky chequered with a thousand Tittle spots 
of cloud and azure, precisely in the shades of 
the fields below, and those fields equally diver- 
sified with snow, rain, hail, shade, sun-shine, 
dew, and hoar-frost. In the next place, as it 
would be unfair for the farmers to monopolize 
all the weather, every body would exercise the 
same privilege so far as concerned himself, for 
his own petty convenience. Thus in walking, 
riding, sitting after dinner, lying in bed, each 
would choose to be surrounded by such atmos- 
phere as suited his fancy ; and a lady paying 
her morning visits, might have the trouble of 
dressing and undressing between each, having 
first ascertained, by an avant courier^ carrying 
a thermometer, the temperature of every fami- 
ly *establi$hment,-*M>r run the hazard of her life, 
by passing through all the climates of the five 
zones, calling at so many houses. On the sub- 
ject of the wind, especially, there would be so 
much contradiction, that were thirty-two ships 
to meet on the open ocean, each would raise a 
wind from a separate point of the compass, and 
the consequence would be, that 'being blown 
upon at one instant from all quarters, the oppo- 
site winds woiild either effectually stop each 
^other's breath, and there would be a dead calm, 
till the most obstinate or best provisioned had 
starved the others out, or the two-and-thirty 
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ships would be dashed to pieces, bowsprit to 
bowsprit, at the first onset of the hostile gales. 

Leaving the decision of the latter paradox to 
the correspondents of the Ladies' Diary, we may 
escape to shore, and observe, that as soon as it 
was known, that so niarveilous a gift had been 
communicated to man, cunning, rich, and am- 
bitious individuals would set themselves to 
work, to buy up or extort from their neighbours 
and dependants their respective Shares of the 
common privilege. Thus landlords would sti- 
pulate in their leases w^at meteorological eco- 
nomy their tenants should use, as they now 
restrict their plowing and grazing ; — noblemen 
and others of immense wealth would exercise 
the same honourable influence among their vas- 
sals, on the Score of the seasons, which they 
now exercise respecting the elective franchise ; 
there would be a weather-mart in the metropo- 
lis that would rival the stock-exchange, in the 
fluctuations of its omnium^ for dispensing wind, 
rain, and sun in every part of the known world ; 
above all, government, ever watchful to avail it- 
self of all equitable modes of raising the -sup- 
plies, would lay the elements under contribu- 
tion, and tax the air we breathe, as it has already 
taxed the light of heaven. These monopolies 
and limitations might have one good effect in 
the end ; instead of a million kinds of weather 
at once throughout the kingdom, we might only 
have a hundred thousand. 

But a consequence, little expected at first, 
might ensue, which cannot be better described 
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than by saying that there would be no weather 
at all ; for it is probable, that every distinction, 
by the proximity and interference of its oppo- 
site, would be neutralized, and we should know 
neither heat nor cold, moist nor dry, fair nor 
foul.' Contemporary varieties, each separate, yet 
all intermingled, and crowded one upon another, 
would produce the effect of universal mist and 
confusion. All that delights the eye of the 
painter in the forms'and colours of external na- 
ture ; all th^t swells the bosom of the poet with 
rapture, in contemplating the heavens and the 
earth ; all the glory, simplicity, and grandeur 
of God's visible works, would be annihilated. 
One livid gloom would pervade the atmosphere, 
and one lukewarm feverish feeling possess the 
frames of men and animals; the herbage would 
languish beneath their feet, and the harvests rot 
ere they ripened for the sickle. Famine would 
begin, and pestilence consummate the destruc- 
tion of all life. ^* Chaos would come again.'* 
The earth would soon be without form and void, 
and darkness would be upon the face of the 
earth ; — or, if there were light, it would shine 
as on the first days of the creation, without an 
eye to look upon it. It is enough to reconcile 
any reflecting person to the most mysterious 
and afflictive dispensations of Providence, to 
consi(der how much more calamitous would be 
our situation, were we allowed to be the choos- 
ers of our own lot, under any imaginable cir- 
cumstances. 
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THE MOON AN^D STARS, 

A FABLE. 

On the fourth day of Creation, when the sun, 
after a glorious but solitary course, went down 
in the evening, and darkness began to gather 
over the face of the uninhabited globe already 
arrayed in exuberance of vegetation, and pre- 
pared by the diversity of land and water for the 
abode of uncreated animals and man^-^a stari 
single and beautiful, stept forth into the firma- 
ment. Trembling with wonder and delight in 
new-found existence, she looked abroad, and 
beheld nothing in heaven or on earth resembling 
berself. But she was not long alone, now one, 
then another, here a third, and there a fourth, 
resplendent companion had joined her, till, light 
after light stealing through the gloom, in the 
lapse of an hour, the whole hemisphere was 
brilliantly bespangled. 

The planets and stars, with ^ superb comet 
flaming in the zenith, for a while contemplated 
tfaemselves and each other ; and every one from 
the largest to the least was so perfectly well 
pleased with himself, that he imagined the rest 
only partakers of his felicity, — he being the cen- 
tral luminary of his own universe, and all the 
hosts of heaven beside displayed around him in 
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graduated splendour. Nor were any undeceiv- 
ed with regard to themselves, though all saw 
their associates in their real situations and rela- 
tive proportions, self-knowledge being the last 
knowledge acquired either in the sky or below 
it, — till, bending over the ocean in their turns, 
they discovered what they imagined, at first, to 
be a new heaven, peopled with beings of their 
own species ; but when they perceived further 
that no sooner had any one of their company 
touched the horizon than he instantly disappear- 
ed, they then recognized themselves in their in- 
dividual fornis, reflected beneath according to 
their places and configurations above; from see- 
ing others whom they previously knew, reflect- 
ed in like manner. By an attentive but mourn- 
ful self-examination in that mirror, they slowly 
learned humility, but every one learned it only 
for himself, none believing what others insinu- 
ated respecting their own inferiority, till they 
reached the western slope from whence they 
could identify their true images in the nether 
element. Nor was this very surprising,-— stars 
being only visible points, without any distinction 
of limbs, each was all eye, and though he could 
see others most correctly, he could neither see 
himself, nor any part of liimself— *till he came 
to reflection ! The comet, however, having a 
long train of brightness streaming sunward, 
could review that, and did review it with inef- 
fable self-complacency: — indeed, after all'pre- 
tensions to precedence, he was at length ac- 
knowledged king of the hemisphere, if not by 
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the universal a[8sent,.by the silent envy of all his 
rivals. 

But the object which attracted most attention 
and astonishment, too, was a slender thread of 
light, that scarcely could be discerned through 
the blush of evening, and vanished soon after 
night-fall, as if ashamed to appear in so scanty 
a form, like an unfinished work of creation. It 
was the moon,-^the first 'new moon; — ^timidly 
she looked round upon the glittering multi^de, 
that crowded through the dark serenity of space, 
and filled it with life and beauty. Minute in- 
deed they seemed to her, biit perfect in symme- 
try, and formed to shine for ever; while, she 
was unshapen, incomplete, and evanescent. In 
her humility, she was glad to hide herself from 
their keen glances in the friendly bosom of the 
ocean, wishing for immediate extinction. When 
she was gone the stars looked one at another 
with inquisitive surprise, as much as to say, 
" What a figure I" It was so evident, that they 
all thought alike, and thought contemptuously 
of the apparition, (though at first they almost 
doubted whether they should not be frightened,) 
that they soon began to talk freely concerning 
her, — of course, not with audible accents, but 
in the language of intelligent sparkles, in which 
stars are accustomed to converse with tele- 
graphic precision from one end of Heaven to 
the otherf-^nd which no dialect on earth so 
nearly resembles as the language of eyes,-— the 
only one, probably, that has survived in its 
purity, not only the confusion of Babel, but the 
H2 
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revolutions of all ages. Her fcrookcd form, 
which they deemed a violation of the order of 
nature, and her shyness, equally unlik6 the frank 
intercourse of stars, were ricliculed and censur- 
ed from pole to pole ; for what good purp6se 
such a monster could have been created, not the 
wisest could conjecture';* yet, to tell the truth, 
every one, though glad to be countenanced in 
the affectation of scorn by the rest, had secret 
misgivings concerning the stranger^ and' envied 
the delicate brilliancy of her light, while she 
seemed but the fragment of a sunbeam, — they, 
indeed, knew nothing about the sun, — detached 
from a long line, and exqdisitely bended. 

All the gay company, however, quickly re- 
turned .to the admiration of themselves and the 
inspection of each other. What became of 
them, when they descended into the ocean, they 
could not determine ; some imagined that they 
ceased to be; others that they transmigrated into 
new forms, while a third party thought it pro- 
bable, as the earth was evidently convex, that 
their departed friends travelled through an un- 
der-arching sky, and might hereafter re-ascend 
from the opposite quarter. In this hypothesis 
they were confirmed by the testimony of the 
stars that came from the east, who unanimously 
asserted, that they had been pre-existent for 
several hours in a remote region of sky, ovctr 
continents and seas now invisible to them ; and, 
moreover, that when they rose here they had 
actually seemed to set there. Thus the first 
night passed away. But when the east began 
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to da\^, consternation seized the whole army of 
celestials, each feeling himself fainting into in* 
visibility, and as he feared into nothingness, 
while bis neighbours were, one after another, 
totally disappearing. At length the sun arose, 
and filled the heavens^ and clothed the earth 
with his glory. How he spent that day belongs 
not to this history ; but it is elsewhere recorded, 
that, for the first time from eternity, the lark on 
the wings of the morning sprang up to sslute 
him, the eagle at noon looked undazzled on his 
splendour, and when he went down beyond the 
deep. Leviathan was sporting amidst the multi- 
tude of waves. 

Then again, hi the evening, the vanished 
constellations awoke gradually, and on opening 
their eyes were so rejoiced at meeting together, 
— ^not one being wanting of last night's levee,—: 
that they were in the highest good humour with 
themselves and one another. Tricked in all 
their beams, and darting their benignest influ- 
ence, they exchanged smiles and endearments, 
and made vows >of affection eternal and un- 
changeable; while from this nether orb, the 
song of the nightinjg^ale rose out of darkness, 
and charmed even the stars in their courses, 
being the first sound, except the roar of ocean, 
that they had ever heard. ** The music of the 
spheres" may be traced to the rapture of that 
hour/ 

The little gleaming horn was again discern- 
ed, leaning backward over the western hills. 
This companionless luminary, they thought,— 
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but they must be mistaken, — it could not bc^— 
and yet they were afraid that it was so,— ap- 
peared somewhat stronger, than oi) the former 
occasion^ The moon herself, still only blinking 
at the scene of magnificence, early escaped be- 
neath the horizon,' leaving the comet in proud 
possession of the sky. — About midnight, the 
whole congregation, shining in quiet and ami- 
cable splendour, as they glided with unfelt and 
invittble motion through the pure blue fields of 
s^ther, were suddenly startled by a phantom of 
fire, on the approach of which the comet him- 
self turned pale, the planets dwindled into dim 
specks, and the greater part of the stars swoon- 
ed utterly away. Shooting ilpwards, like an 
arrow of flame, from the east, — in the zenith it 
was condensed to a globe, with scintillating 
spires diverging on every side ; it paused not 
a moment there, but rushing with accelerated 
velocity towards the west, burst into a thousand 
coruscations, that swept themselves into anni- 
hilation before it could be said that they *aferc. 
The blaze of this meteor was so refulgent, that 
passing blindness struck the constellations^ 
and after they were conscious of its disappear- 
ance, it took many twinklings of their eyes be- 
fore they could see distinctly again. Then with 
one accord they exclaimed, <<how beautiful! 
how transient !"•— After gravely moralizing for 
a good while on its enviable glory but unenvi- 
able doom, they were all reconciled to their 
own milder but more permanent lustre. One 
pleasant effect was produced by the Tisit of the 
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stranger,— the comet thenceforward appeared 
less illustrious in their eyes by comparison with 
this more gorgeous phenomenon, which, though 
it came in an instant, and went as it came, never 
to return, ceased not to shine in their remem- 
brance night after night.' 

On the third evening, the moon was so ob- 
viously increased in sia^e and splendour, and 
stood so much higher in the firmament than at 
first, though she still hastened out of sight, that 
she was the sole subject of conversation on both 
sides of the galaxy, till the breeze, that awaken- 
ed newly -created man from his first slumber in 
Paradise, warned the stars to retire, and the 
sun, with a pomp never witnessed in our de- 
generate days, ushered in the great sabbath of 
creation, when " the heavens and the earth were 
finished, and all the host of them." 

The following night the moon took her Sta- 
tion still higher, and looked brighter than be- 
fore, insomuch that it was remarked of the les- 
ser stars in her vicinity, that many of them wer6 
paler, and some no longer visible. As their 
associates knew not how to account for this, 
they naturally enough presumed that her light 
was fed by the accession and absorption of 
theirs ; and the alarm became general, that she^ 
would thus continue to thrive by consuming her 
neighbours, till she had incorporated them all 
with herself. 

Still, however, she preserved her humility 
and shamefacedness, till her. crescent had ex- 
ceeded the first quarter. Hitherto she had on- 
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\y grown lovelier, but now she grew prouder at 
every step of her prefetnfent. Her rays too be- 
came so intolerably dazzling, that fewer and 
fewer of the stars, could endure their presence, 
but shrouded themselves in her light as behind 
a veil of darkness. When she verged to ma- 
turity, the heavens seemed too small for her am- 
bition. She " rose in clouded majesty,", but the 
clouds melted- at her approach, or spread their 
garments in her path, of many a rich and rain- 
bow tint. 

She had crossed the comet in her course, and 
left him as wan as a vapour b<^hind her. On 
the night of her fulness she triumphed glorious- 
ly in, mid-heaven, smiled on the earth, and ar- 
rayed it in a softer day, for she had repeatedly 
seen the sun, and though she could not rival 
him when she was above the horizon, she fond- 
ly hoped to make his absence forgotten. Over 
the ocean she hung, enamoured of her own 
beauty reflected in the abyss. The few stars 
that still could stand amidst her overpowering 
effulgence converged their rays and shrunk into 
bluer depths of aether, to gaze at a safe distance 
upon her. " What more can she be ?" — thought 
these scattered survivors of myriads of extin- 
guished sparklers, for the " numbers without 
number" that thronged the milky way had alto- 
gether disappeared. Again, thought these rem- 
nants of the host of Heaven, — " as hitherto she 
has increased every evening, to-morrow she 
will do the same, and we must be lost like our 
brethren in her all-conquering resplendence." 
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The moon herself was not a little puzzled to 
imagine what might become of her; but vanity 
readily suggested, that although she had reach- 
ed her full form, she had not reached her full 
sizcj consequently, by a regular nightly expan- 
sion of her circumference, she would finally 
cover the whole convexity of sky, not only to 
the exclusion of the slars^ but the sun himself, 
since he occupied a superior region of space, 
and certainly could not shine through her : — till 
man, and his beautiful companion woman, look- 
ing upward from the bowers of Eden, would see 
all moon above them, and walk in the light of 
her countenance for ever. , In the midst of this 
self-pleasing illusion, a film crept upon her, 
which spread from her utmost verge athwart 
her centre, till it had completely eclipsed her 
visage, and made her a blot on the tablet of the 
heavens. In tbe progress of this disaster, the 
stars which were hid in her pomp stole forth tp 
witness her humiliation ; but their transport and 
her shame lasted not long,— the shadow retired 
as gradually as it had advanced, leaving her 
fairer by contrast than before. Soon afterwards 
the day broke, and she withdrew, marvelling 
what would next befall her. 

Never had the stars been more^ impatient to 
resume their places, nor the moon more impa- 
tient to rise than on the following evening. 
With trembling hope and fear, the planets that 
came out first after sunset espied her disk, 
broad and dark red,, emerging from a gulph of 
clouds in the east. At the first glance, their 
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keen celestial sight discovered that her western 
limb was a little contracted, and her orb no 
longer perfect. She herself was too much elated 
to suspect any failing, and fondly imagined by 
that species of self-measurement whereby earth- 
ly as well^ as heavenly bodies are apt to deem 
themselves greater than they are, that she must 
have continued to increase all rounds — till she 
had got above the Atlantic ; but even then she 
was only chagrined to perceive that her image 
was no larger than it had been last night. 
There was not fi star in the horoscope, — no, 
not the comet himself, — durst tell her she was 
less. 

Another night went, and another night came. 
She rose as usual, a little later. Even while 
she travelled above the land she was haunted 
with the idea, that her lustre was rather feebler 
than it had been; but when she beheld her face 
in the' sea, she could no longer overlook the un- 
welcome defect. The sesison was boisterous ; — 
the wind rose suddenly, and the waves burst 
into form ; perhaps the tide, for the first time, 
then was affected by sympathy with the moon ; 
and what had never happened before, an uni- 
versal tempest mingled heaven and earth in 
rain, and lightning, and darkness. She plung- 
ed among the thickest of the thunder- cloud?, 
and in the confusion that hid her disgrace, her 
exulting rivals were all likewise put out of 
countenance. 

On the next evening, and every evening af- 
terwards, the moon canoie forth later^ and less, 
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and dimmer, while, on each occasion, more and 
more of the minor stars, which had formerly- 
vanished from her eye, re-appeared to witness 
her fading honours and disfigured f9rm. Pros- 
perity had made her vain ; adversity brought 
her to her right mind again, and humility soon 
compensated the loss of glaring distinction with 
softer charms, that won the regard ^hich 
haughtiness had repelled; for when she had 
worn ofTher uncouth gibbous aspect, and through 
the last quarter, her profile waned into a hollow 
shell, she appeared more graceful than ever in 
the eyes of all heaven. When she was origin- 
ally seen among them, the stars contemned 
her ; afterwards, as she grew in beauty, they 
envied, feared, hated, and finally fled from her. 
As she relapsed into insignificance, they first 
rejoiced in her decay, then endured her superi- 
ority because it could not last long ; but when 
they marked how she wasted away every time 
they met, compassion succeeded, — and on the 
three last nights, (like a human fair one in the 
latest stage of decline, growing lovelier and 
dearer to her friends till the close,) she disarmed 
hostility, conciliated kindness, and secured af- 
fection ;'^— she was admired, beloved, and imen- 
vied by all. 

At length there came a night when there was 
no moon. — There was silence in heaven all that 
night. In serene meditation on the changes of 
a month, the stars pursued their journey from 
sun-set to day-break. The comet had likewise 
departed into unknown regions. His fading 
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lustre had been attributed at first to the bolder 
radiance of the moon in her meridian, bat dur- 
ing her wane, while inferior luminaries were 
brightening around her, he was growing fainter 
and smalleyr every evening, and now he was no 
more. Of the rest, planets and stars, all were 
unimpaired in their light, and the former only 
slightly varied in their positions. The whole 
multitude, wiser by experience, and better for 
their knowledge, were humble, contented and 
grateful, each for his lot, whether splendid or 
obscure. 

Next evening, to the joy and astonishment of 
all, the moon with a new crescent was descried 
in the west ; and instantly, from every quarter 
of the polej she was congratulated on her happy 
resurrection. Just as she went down, while her 
bow was yet recumbent on the dark -purple 
horizon, it is said, that an angel appeared, stand- 
ing between her horns. Turning his head, his 
eye glanced rapidly over the universe,— the sun 
far sunk behind him, the moon under his feet, 
the earth spread in prospect before him, and the 
firmament all glittering with constellations 
above. He paused a moment, and then^ in that 
tongue wherein at the accomplishment of crea- 
tion " the morning stars sang together, and all 
the sons of God shouted for joy," he thus brake 
forth :— ^« Great and marvellous are thy works, 
Lord God Almighty i In wisdom hast Thou 
made them all.— -Who would not fear Thee, O 
Lord, and glorify thy name, for Thou only art 
holy ?" — He ceased5--and from that hour there 
has been harmony in heaven. . 
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COMMON.PLACE. 

CoMMON-FLAOE is bccotne an, epithet of con- 
tempt, equally indiscrirainating and unjust, be- 
ing applied without mercy to whatever is fre- 
quent and familiar in life, manners, and books. 
Like another indefinite term of approachi — an 
old song, — this anomalous compound is often 
employed to disparage what is most valuable, 
as well as to brand what is most vile. A song 
scarcely can grow old, or be in every body's 
mouth, without implying extraordinary intrin- 
sic merit, or intimate association with some 
high interest which hallows it in remembrance. 
Whatever is greatest and best in nature and in 
morals is likewise so antiquated and universal 
that, in the way of the world, it is overlooked 
as mere " common-place,'* and no more esteem- 
ed than ^' an old song," by those whose chief 
happiness, perhaps, springs from the possession, 
or their misery from the abuse of it. 

Common things, however, are best;-^the 
things that are common to all mankind. The 
extraordinary gifts of Providence are rarely de>- 
sirable, except when they are superadded to the 
ordinary ones ; for, splendid as they may be, 
they are utterly inadequate as compensations for 
the loss of the others. A wise man, therefore, 
of the two would prefer the latter, where he 
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could have only ohe, and the choice of that one 
depended on himself; though with either, as a 
Christian, he .could learn to be content. Those 
blessings which ire the birthright and inherit- 
ance of every rational creature, in possession of 
his faculties of mind and body, and sufiTering no 
absolute privation of the necessaries of life,— 
those every-day blessings are incomparably 
greater, in number and in measure, than all be- 
side, whatever it may be, that is most coveted, 
and sought, and retained, by the privileged 
minority, whom personal, pecuniary, or intel- 
lectual advantages exalt above their fellows 
of the multitude. By fa^ the largest portion of 
happiness which falls to any individual, from 
the highest to the lowest, arises from sources of 
enjoyment accessible to all that live, and move, 
and have their beings among'the family of man. 
Those common things that are the best may be 
generally summed up in a few words, — so sim- 
ple, that they are among the first which a child 
learns to understand, yet so comprehensive, as to 
supply more materials for thought than any other 
equal number that could be selected from the 
whole vocabulary of language ;— air, light, food, 
health, and a sound mind. 

./^ir,— and what is so common as air ? — A iris 
the breath of life ; without it we die ; it can 
neither be refined nor deteriorated, but the al- 
teration will produce injury. Air is the bless- 
ing, of all others, the most impartially distribut- 
ed, and the most universally enjoyed ; for with 
regard to this prime aliment of existence, so far 
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&s it is in its wholesome state, none can com- 
plain that God hath dealt unequally with them. ' 
Can wealth, op power, or knowledge, improve 
the air, so as to give possessors of these the 
freedo^n of a purer and more exhilarating ele- 
ment ? Yes,— but they must pay the price of 
their voluptuousness ;-— they may breathe oxy- 
gen gas or nitrous oxid, if they will, every hour 
of the day, on condition that their days shall be 
cut down to hours, and life itself consume like 
deflagrated metals by intensity of combustion. 

'^ Light is precious, and it is a pleasant thing 
to see the sun.'* - The power of sight, revealing 
the works of God and man, and enabling us 
most effectually to perform the purposes for 
which we were born, is a benefit which none in 
his senses would transfer, if he might, for any 
mercenary advantage. He who should pluck 
out his own eyes, and give t^em in exchange for 
the diamonds of Golconda, would, figuratively 
at least, be so enlightenea as to see his own 
folly, though he could see nothing else in the 
darkness that surrounded him, from the moment 
when the bargain was irreversibly sealed. In 
the exercise of vision, what do the noble, the 
rich, or the wise, enjoy above the humblest, the 
weakest, the most ignorant ? Nothing to be 
named in comparison with what is open to all ; 
for what are the internal decorations of palaces, 
the smiles of court-favourites, and the magnifi- 
cence of midnight revels, when brought into 
competition with the eternal spectacle of heaven 
and earth) of men and animals at ls^rge» in their 

I 2 
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beautiful and infinite variety of colours, and 
forms, and characters ? Were the dire neces- 
sity of an election between two evils laid upon 
any bodyy— to relinquish for ever acquaintance 
with the one or the other of these two classes of 
external objectsy— who would consent thence- 
forth to behold nothing but artificial beings and 
images, by everlasting candle-light, and re- 
nounce the inexhaustible g^lories of creation, 
— the . sun, the sea, the mountains, and the 
woods, '< with all that them inherit ?" 

<* I would not for a world of gold. 
That Nature's lovely fiice should tire," 

(Bloomfislb.) 

exclaims one of h^r true children, and therefore 
a true poet in feeling, how humble soever be 
his claims to the ^^ fine frenzy" of genius. 

In food the difference of condition between 
the needy and the afRuent is more palpable 
than in either of the foregoing cases ; but if the 
deliciousness of viands depends upon the relish 
with which they are eaten, the vigour with 
which they are digested in the stomach, and 
the strength and nourishment derived from their 
use, it may appear, that the necessaries of life 
are in reality the greatest luxuries, and that thp 
labourer, in the course^of three score years and 
ten of hale temperance, has had, at least, as 
much of this pleasure of sense, as the glutton 
or the wlne-bibber, whom 

•* apoplexy knocks 

^ Down to the ground at once, as butdier felleth oz/'-» 
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or whom gout has lingeringly broken on the 
Vfheelj joiAt by joint, even to extreme old age 
continually threatening, but still withholding, 
the coufi de grace. . He who has so much of 
' the staff of life as will support him on his feet, 
need not repine because it is solid, and not hol- 
low, concealing within it a rapier, which he 
might be tempted to employ, not in defence only, 
but for suicide. 

Health . is so essential to the enjoyment of 
every other blessing, that it is less one of their 
number than the climate, (if lh« metaphor may 
be allowed,) in which all the i^est are indige- 
nous, and transplanted from which none of them 
can grow to perfection ; all substitutes for 
health being but as hot-houses in which exotic 
vegetables are trained up in sickly and unge- 
nial seclusion, but where they can never pour 
forth the multitude of foilage, prodigality of 
bloom, and abundance of fruit, which they do, 
without forcing, in their own soil. Health is 
far from being disproportionately dealt among 
the offspring of Adam, *' in whom all die ;" and 
the poor, least of any, have cause to repine at 
their share. Who would change the legs on 
which he can take exercise, or stand to labour, 
from morning till night, for a coach and six, 
with everlasting fiodagra; or forego his plain 
fare and sound slumbers, to be fed for days, and 
months, and years, with the delicacies of a 
wealthy invalid's chamber, and to be watched, 
with perpetual anxiety, by the eye of unsleep- 
ing affection, in the form of a faithful wife, or a 
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dutiful daughter, wasting herself to a shadow 
for his accomodation I When the linibs fail, 
and life is only prolonged affliction, happy arc 
they who can command the superfluities of 
opulence to supply the deficiencies of nature 
in those things wh6reof she is generally « mo3t 
bountiful ; but till then, it is well for mankind, . 
that they are superfluities;— a miserable world 
would it be, if wine were as necessary for do- 
mestic comfort as water, and gold as indispen- 
sable for edged tools as iron. 

With respect to the highest distinctions of 
man, though intellectual superiority is a far 
more honourable object of ambition than any 
pre-eminence besides, arising out of the in- 
equality of human conditions, yet for the majo- 
rity, the unregarded blessing of a sound mind is 
preferable "to faculties the most rare, or acquire- 
ments the most imposing, because a sound mind 
is necessary for happiness, but these are not, — 
nay, too often they are found incompatible with 
happiness. The price at which solitary beings, 
of the most brilliant endowments, render them- 
selves the delight and admiration of mankind, is 
beyoi)d the power of any to estimate except 
those who pay it. Genius, like incense, gives 
not forth its, sweetness but in self-coit!^uming 
ikmes. The dolphin, in his pastime, glitters 
with a thousand burnished dyes, while he gam- 
bols among the billows ; but it is on deck, when 
drawn out of his element, and in the agonies of 
death, that he throws out all his glories, and the 
shudder of every pang darts a new colour along 
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hia side. The nightingale in the woods is said 
to lean upon a thorn, while she pours out her 
soul in raptures of melody ; and in confinement, 
there are tyrants so exqursite of ear, that they 
put out her eyes to extort mrore ravishingly 
plaintive expression from her song. — Happily, 
however, common sense alone is requisite for 
the commerce of life, and, united with virtue 
and sensibility, is sufficient for an introduction 
to all the pleasures of taste, as well as the full 
participation of all the social and fire-side felici- 
ties of home. It would be no improvement of 
our various intercourse, in business, conversa- 
tion, or public duty, if all speech were poetry, 
and all sounds music. Who would chuse to 
hear a gang of jew-brokers, on 'Change, stock- 
jobbing in blankverse, fish -wives, at Bijings^ate, . 
scolding in dactyls and. spondees, or a dandy 
dunned by a man-milliner for the price of a pair 
of stays, in lyric measures, though their num- 
bers were as dulcet as those of the dialogue 
between Horace and Lydia ? Much less would 
existence be tolerable, were the universe con- 
verted into an orchestra, and the voices of men 
and brutes all harmonized according to the prin- 
ciples of thorough bass, till crotchets and qua- 
vers should so ring in our ears, that we could 
never have any thing else in our heads. 

Hence it appears,, that, however ungrateful 
we may be for them, common -blessin firs are the 
best; and it is one proof of the goodness of the 
Creator, that he has made the best blessings 
common; while, from the perversity of the 
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creature, it often happens that the extraordinary 
gifts which he confers (for extraordinary pur- 
poses, no doubt,) on the few who are eminent- 
ly great, and richi and intelligent, are burthen- 
ed with such qualifications as to reduce the 
standard of actual enjoyment in their possessors 
to the ordinary level, on an average, and in 
some of the most signal instances below it. 

One moral, or rather one religious illustra- 
tion, may with propriety close this subject. It 
is a striking fact, that those very things, which 
the wise of this world, and the righteous in their 
own esteem, contemn as common-place, are 
the highest truths of God which it concerns 
men to know, believe, and practise ; — and they 
are truths of which none, in this Christian 
country at least, need be ignorant, but such as 
wilfully close their eyes, and stop their. ears, 
against the light of nature and the voice of re- 
velation. All knowledge, human and divine, is 
easy of attainment in precise proportion as it is 
essential to happiness ; and there is not, through- 
out all his works, of creation and ways of provi- 
dence, a more glorious exemplification of the 
wisdom (no less than the goodness, to which 
allusion has been already made,) of the Almigh- 
ty, than this circumstance, muck as it has been 
overlooked by those, who in the pride of' their 
hearts affect to despise what i's plain, and exalt 
as most excellent what is most difficult. This 
is looking at near-hand objects from tl>e wrong 
end of the telescope, that diminishes their 
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forms, and casts them into distance; while, by 
an act of grave folly no 4ess preposterous, it is 
attempting to explore with a microscope others 
^hlch are placed as far from minute observa- 
tion as the heavenly bodies are from the orbit 
of the earth. With the naked eye, if that eye 
be single, the humblest, human being may dis- 
cern '> the narrow way that leadeth unto life ;*'— 
but it required the soul and the sagacity of a 
Newton to unravel the many-coloured woof of 
the rainbow, and discover the cause why the 
leaf detached from the tree falls to the ground; 
— so infinitely more simple are ** the things that 
belong to our peace," than those secrets, how- 
ever sublime and interesting in themselves, 
which only add to our information without pu- 
rifying our hearts. The " charity," which " suf- 
fercth long and is kind," which " envieth not, 
vaunteih not itself, is not puffed up,**— the 
"charity,*' which " seeketh not her own, is not 
easily provoked, thinkeih no evil," which " be- 
lieveth all things, hopeth all things, endureth 
all things," — the charity, which "never fall- 
eth," is necessary both for life and godliness, 
and is placed within the reach of all to whom 
the Gospel has been sent ; whereas " the pro- 
pbecies," which " shall fail,'* " the tongues,*' 
which " shall cease," and the *< knowledge," 
which. " shall vanish away,'* are given to few, 
and are unattainable by the multitude ; nor is it 
any disparagement of these to affirm, that, ex- 
cellent, ennobling, and benign as they are in 
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their influence upon individuals and their effects 
in society, they are no more essential to man's 
eternal felicity than wealth, honour, learning, 
genius are to his personal and present well-be- 
ing. 
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A SIX MILES' TOUR. 
Chapter I. 

In the autumn of 1814, happening to be detain- 
ed on a journey to the north, in a large manu- 
facturiiig town, I walked one Saturday to a vil- 
lage about six miles distant, to visit my old 
nurse. The weather had been fickle, and I 
hesitated a long time, whether I should take or 
leave my umbrella, for the sky looked just as if 
it would rain if I left it, and be fair if I took it ; 
consequently, whatever I did must be wrong. 
At length, I determined not to encumber my- 
self with it, and I was right j the weather waa 
better than it promised, which is mor^ than I 
have '6ver been ; — it was smiling arid serene all 
the way ; so I, part of it. 

I had scai:cely settled this point, when I was 
perplexed with another. There were two roads 
to my nurse's village, and these lay wide asun- 
der, meeting at the end like the bandy legs of a 
pair of nut-crakers, After du'e deliberation, I 
resolved to take that which went to the right 

Vol. I.— K 
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band; but happening to turn my face to the 
left, just as I stept out of the inn-yard, I tra- 
Telled in that direction, looking carefully for 
the dividing point; when not being well ac- 
quainted with the latitude and longitude of the 
several streets through which it was necessary 
to pass, I had got to the outside of the town be- 
fore I discovered, that I had been walking with 
nj back on the road which I had chosen, and 
was fairly on the way of that which I intended 
to avoid. This was all very natural, though not 
very pleasant : it was too late, however, to be 
angry % and what was better, I had made up my 
mind not to be so that day ; accordingly, though 
I felt my ears burn a little with chagrin, — as I 
looked like a fool in nobody's eyes except my 
own^ ^a hard case, yet a very tolerable one,) I 
bustled on apparently as little concerned as any 
one I met« and as straight forward as if I had 
never taken a wrong step in my life. 

The sun was shining in his strength; the 
clouds^ broken and scattered, were chasing each 
other in the blue firmament, brightening or 
darkening as they approached or receded from 
1^ disk* — and even when they crossed it, in- 
stead of eclipsing, transmitting his beams 
tbroQcb their illuminated fleeces. Soothed with 
tbe sweM^esa« and charmed with the beauty of 
tb« $\^«ie above, 1 scarcely deigned for a while 
to Kx^k on the earth, or its petty inhabitants, 
tboM^rb they Frequofttly jostled me on either 
«kie. t^ivinv my thoughts a holiday, they roved 
l»d cbai^Btdk like the clouds, through every 
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hue of light and shade, becoming gay or pen- ' 
aive as they caught the colours, or reflected the 
images of surrounding objects. 

From this dream of abstraction, I was roused 
by passing near an immense manufactory, which 
uras so high and so extended, that its shadow, 
even at noon-day, threw a gloom over the road 
and over my spirits. The clork from the belfry 
above struck twelve; the steam-engine ceased 
to heave and to roar, and the tall chimney to 
vomit forth volumes of suffocating smoke : all 
the complicated motions of the machinery with- 
in were suspended; thousands of wheels were 
instantly at rest, and hundreds of children, in 
two divisions, issued from the portals over a 
foot-bridge that crossed the watercourse. The 
girls came out first, and I was presently walk- 
ing in the midst of them. These poor females, 
—for I did not mingle with the boys, — exhibited 
every variety of complexion and feature that I 
could imagine in English countenances, at their 
years, (apparently from ten to fifteen,) accord- 
ing to their respective age or length of service; 
some were rosy, and some were sallow; many 
were meagre, a few beautiful ; all of them mean- 
ly apparelled. Though there was a gleam of 
animation on every face, in the prospect of re- 
lease from toil ahd confinement, and their 
voices, as they poured upon the high road, rose 
louder and shriller, and quicker, expressing on- 
ly sounds of joy, — the glory of the sun steemed 
too dazzling for their weak eyes, and the fresh- 
ness of the breeze too sharp for easy respira- 
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tion, on cotniDg opt of their dismal and smo- 
thering prison-rooms. I remarked, that tyery 
one had her hair neatly twirled up in papers, 
preparator)r to being displayed in ringlets on 
the approaching Sabbath,— as I guessed. *^ Poor 
creatures I" said I within myself, '* whom have 
you got to please ? Who cares whether you are 
handsqme or homely ? Is there any body that 
loves you .?-— No, no ; it cannot be ; or surely, 
in the spring-time of life, when -your limbs 
should know no weariness except from exercise 
or play, and your minds alone should be learn- 
ing to work, you would not have been sold, for 
weekly wages, into bodily slatery and mental 
degradation, by mercenary parents !— 5'ttc/t pa- 
rents should be childless, who, inverting the 
order of nature, live in idleness or extravagance 
by the labour of their offspring, whom they 
ought to be nourishing and training up in virtue 
by their own honest exertion^**' I turned away 
with horror, indulging a sigh for the poor cbiU 
dreh, and suppressing^ a groan, which, if it had 
been uttered, might have been a curse on their 
parents. I am glad it was not, for it would 
most probably have been one of the Kthama 
breed, and come home to my own bosom, for 
this rbsh add-inhuman condemnation of absent 
and perhaps innocent parties.* 

I was still in the straggling suburbs of the 
town, where a numeix)us and dirty population 

• Curses are like young chicken, they always come 
home to roost.'' Motto to the Curse ofKehavnc. 
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dwelt in buildings of all sizes, shapes, and ages, 
on the left side of the road. On the right, the 
road itself ran by a stream that did not run, but 
seemed a branch of the Styx, which had strayed 
into daylight, so sluggish were its waters, and 
so discoloured with the feculent superfluities of 
dye-houses and dung-hills. While I was pick- 
ing my steps along this delectable path, sounds, 
worthy of such a neighbourhood, attracted my 
attention ; I turned my head, and behold a man, 
who wanted washing himself, was resolutely 
washing a great hog ; while the stubborn animal, 
not knowing whether to be pleased or angry, 
alternately grunted and screamed, at the sooth- 
ing or irritating application of the brush (made, 
for aught T know, with the bristles of one of his 
ancestors) to his inveterate hide. I stoad and 
laughed almost outright, at what appeared to 
me such a work of supererogation ; for I fan- 
cied that the rogue under dbcipline cast many 
a swinish look towards a miry pool hard by, with 
a full determination to i;;un and wallow deli- 
ciously in it, as soon as he got out of his mas- 
ter's clutches. That master, however, was not 
the fool that I, in my folly, took him to be } he 
was not bestowing his ludicrous pains on an 
ungrateful subject for the hog's sake, but for 
his own, that it might not grow ricketty for 
-want of an occasional scouring oiF of the old 
slough, but thrive apace, and make wholesome 
bacon. Then it flashed upon my mind,— ^' this 
thrifty man may be father to one of the poor 
girls whom I have just left behind me j I wish 
K2 
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he loved his child as well as he loves hh pig; 
if only a little of his care and kindness were 
spent upon her, he could not permit his pretty 
*Mary to be stunted in her growth, ruined in her 
health, and depraved in her morals, by working 
all day in a pest*house„ amidst filth, and foul 
air, and wicked companions." 

' The thought was uncharitable, and I drove it 
from me a^ I would the temptation to tell a lie, 
or pick a pocket, with a feeling of shame that 
coloured my cheek, raised my pulse, made.me 
quicken my pace, as if I feared detection. As 
soon as I durst lift up my eyes, I was relieved 
and exhilarated in a moment,, by the sign of a 
low ale-house,— -^^ Admiral Nelson." It was 
a half length portrait,' in a gaudy naval uniform ; 
having a scaramouch phiz, under a huge cocked 
hat, with a glory of gold-lace about it, while 
above and below were emblazoned in large let- 
, ters, the words of his memorable last signal,-— 
** England exfiecta every man to do hia duty,** I 
was staggered at first by this redoubtable chal- 
lenge; but soon rallied sund replied, (as loudly as 
the sign-post itself spoke,) in the equally appro- 
priate words of Cowper :— 

« Drink and be nad then ! *tis your country bids ; 
Gloriously drunk, obey the important call ; 
Ber csuse demands the assistance of youi'thraatSy 
Ye all qan swallow^— and she asks no more." 

"And thns," thought I to myselfr-" thus it 
iSy that England expects every man to do his 
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duty, at the ale-house ; yet I would rather be the 
hog, which the fellow was washing against its 
will, though I were sure to be killed at Christ- 
mae, than live and die in the patriotic perfor- 
mance of this duty, as thousands alas 1 do ;<— 
thousands of that '< swinish multitude," who 
were not brutes by birth, but haye made them- 
selves such by their own industry,*' 

Half laughing and half shuddering at these 
terribly whioisicaft coincidences, I sauntered 
aloog,>and having now left the vicinity of the 
town, I gazed at random on hills and dales, 
hedges and trees, h9uses and fields, by the road- 
side or in the distance, till my eye was caught, 
and gradually fixed on the motions of a child, 
— a boy, no doubt by the boldness of his front, 
and the breadth of his chest. On a little green 
bank, at the gable end of arlow thatched cottage, 
he toddled a few steps, stood still, cowered .dow;n 
and tumbled about, till he had fairly planted 
himself in an upright posture. Pausing a few 
moments as if meditating what to do, he sud- 
denly pulled off his leather hat with both his 
hands, and then with one of them flung it from 
him as far as he could send it,-«'about as far as 
a grasshopper might jump,— oq the ground. 
There was an earnestness in his full bright eye, 
a resolution in the pout of his little red under 
lip, and a vigour in the spring of his Lilliputian 
arm, which so electrified me, that though his 
mother, if she had seen him, might have whipt 
him for the mischievous trick, I could not help 
exclaiming, ^' Well done^ my lad 1 who knows 



,U6 A SIX MILES* TOUR. 

what feats that arm may perform, when time has 
stretched it to its full length ? but^— whether des- 
tined to dart the shuttle, to whirl the flail, or 
wield th^ sword, I would loth receive a box on 
the ear from it twenty years hence." 

As I was about to proceed, on the contrary- 
side of the way, I perceived the foal of an ass, 
without the dam, in the middle of a larg^ fold 
before a farm-house, with horizontal neck, per- 
pendicular ears, and head rectangularly declin- 
ing ; stock still it stood, as if it had nothing to do 
but to stand and to grow, like ^ a cabbage or a 
sycamore, oh one spot. The contrast between 
the young of the human species and of the 
basest of quadrupeds was so obvious, that my 
philosophy, which is not very quick-sighted, 
could not overlook it, and thus I began to rumi- 
nate.— ^^^ A child, except when it is asleep, is all 
activity and observation, and therefore learning 
continually either good or evil ; while the suck- 
ing ass is.content tobe what it is, and to.become 
whatever hard fare or hard blows shall make it, 
in the course of a stupid and miserable exis- 
tence—Yes, the ass is born for degradation, 
and he deserves it, because he submits to it.;" 
This* castle of sentiment had scarcely been reared 
in my mind, when the young ass suddenly threw 
up its heels, kicked it down, and trotted off to - 
v^ards its dam, just then entering the farm yard 
from the field. Mother and daughter met with 
transports of joy, the latter gambolling like a 
kitten, and both speaking that dialect which 
Nature has taught to asses and to no other ani- 
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uials. Dissonant) however, and hideous as their 
Toices were, the strong emphasis of maternal 
solicitude on the one part, and the more imper- 
fect expression of filial piety on the other, trans- 
lated every syllable into the purest English to 
my ear, and I should have been without natural 
affectioo myself, if I could not have understood 
the language of theirs. 

While I was standing, a delighted spectator 
of this scene, I was roused by the rattling of 
a carriage) coming jog trot down' the road, and 
ready to run over me before I was aware. Start- 
ing aside, I saw a chimney-sweeper and his tip- 
prentice accompanying a cart filled with soot- 
bags, drawn by a horse and an ass, — ^the ass be- 
ing the leader^ and wearing a grand top-knot 
and tassel between his long ears, while the poor 
horse groaned in the shafts. *^ The ass is not 
always degraded," thought I, returning to my 
former train of musing ; " but this is the way of 
the world,-r-good fortune before gtiod manners ; 
dulness takes precedence of merit; yet after all, 
it is better to follow an ass than to be one.'^ 

I walked forward now at a brisk pace, having 
already lost muph time by rumination ;— I ought 
ratlier to say, that I had gained it, for, had I not 
thus ruminated, the time spent on this excur- 
sion would have disappeared in that blank of 
oblivion, in which the greater part of our mo- 
ments, minutes, hours, and days, are undis- 
tinguishably lost; a thought remembered at 
the distance of three months is a thought in a 
million, and ought to be worth recording; 
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whether mine are such must be decided by 
better judges than I am, but of whom, no doubt, 
each of my readers will be one. 

I said I was proceeding at a brisk pace,— but 
I was soon tempted to loiter again, by meeting 
a group of noisy children, boys and girls, talk- ^ 
ing and laughing in their glee, as if there had 
been* no yesterday, and would be no to-morrow. 
The youngest of the party was carrying a rattle, 
-—not a child's rattle, I assure you, but one that 
was quite a load to its little arms, yet it hugged 
the precious burthen to its breast, and strutted 
as proudly as if it were bearing the gilded mace 
before my Lord Mayor. No doubt, the urchin 
knew the powers of the instrument, and had 
listened with rapture to those terrific sounds, 
which scare the little birds from the cornfields ; 
and now, I dare say, he felt himself a giant, in 
comparison with the pigmies against whom the 
artillery that he bore would speedily be employ- 
ed, though it required an arm more muscular 
than his to put it in motion, and roll out its 
thunders. The love of power, I am persuaded, 
is the earliest, the strongest, and the most abid- 
ing passion of the human breast; the infant be- 
gins to struggle for it in his cradle; he is a tyrant 
in the lap ; the first exercises of his strength are 
in beating the breast that nourishes him, with 
hb puny fists; and the first slayes of his usurped 
authority are his parents. It was the love of 
power, and the consciousness of holding it in 
his hands, though he could tiot wield it, that 
made the tiny hero before me submit to the toil 
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of carrying the engine of alarm already named, 
and made him, in his own eyes, not only supe- 
rior to a host of hedge-sparrows, but greater 
than all his companions. 

When this warlike corps were gone by, I 
ventureid to peep over the next, fence, to see 
whether I could not descry some maurauding 
party of the enemy a'^ainst whom so formidable 
a battlcrarray had been marshalled. Observing 
a corn-field, I clapped my hands and whooped, 
when up sprang a Rock of small game, which 
were pillaging the harvest. They whirred with 
their wings, chirped in their flight, and all 
settled in a neighbouring hedge. " You petty 
larceners," said I, gravely addressing them, 
^'justice is on the road, and though its arm may 
not reach you, its terrors will break your peace, 
while you are breaking the king's by quietly 
robbing his liege subjects. If you destroyed no 
more grain than you put into your little crops, 
you might be welcome to that; it is your share; 
but you deserve all the frights that you suffer 
from apparitions of scare-crows and the creak- 
ing of rattles, because you scatter and waste 
more than you eat." The birds probably heard 
my remonstrance, for every now and then they 
turned their pretty heads on one side, as though 
they were hearkening, but I suspected they were 
lending me their eyes rather than their ears, and 
cunningly watching when I should march ofF, 
while ihey affected to be thoroughly indifferent 
about that matter, occasionally picking their 
wings, and airily hopping from twig to twig, as 
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if they were quite at their ease. One thing ia 
certain,— they were not inclined to profit' by my 
adnionition ; for I had scarcely withdrawn ten 
. paces, when, looking back, I saw, first one, then 
twoy then three, and at length the whole covey, 
dropping down from the bushes into the corn- 
field, where, PU warrant, they lost no time in 
redeeming that which they had lost in listening 
to my unseasonable croaking. 
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Chapter IJ. 

A PAUSE jis 80 sweet and refreshing in the midst 
of the most delightful entertainment, that I 
could not find in my heart to deny my readers a 
rest here, though I allowed myself none on my 
journey. At their own leisure, therefore, after 
trayelling through the last chapter, they may 
follow me in the present, which, like all second 
parts, I may safely premise them shall be longer 
and duller than the first. 

Leaving the incorrigible birds to the children 
and the rattle, I proceeded about half a mile 
in that kind of weariness of thought, which 
naturally follows lively excitement, atid induces 
the mind to seek repose from active meditaUon 
in vague reverie. This agreeable languor was 
presently dissipated by the appearance of two 
ranges of small houses on contrary sides of the 
road. I stood awhile listening to the sounds 
that issued from them, — of looms and spinning 
wheels on one hand, and the reverberation of 
hammers on the anvil from a blacksmith's shop» 
on the other;— -the music of industry, not par- 
ticularly pleasant or offensive to the ear, but 
amusing to the workman, and like the monoton- 
ous purling of a stream^ or clicking of A clock, 
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announcing firogre^B ; with this difference,-— 
the stream flows on for ever, the clock goes day 
and night, but the motion of labour is continu- 
ally drawing nearer to rest. 

Here I gazed leisurely about me. Beyond 
the houses on the right, at the distance of a few 
fields, behind a straight row of lime-trees', I dis- 
covered the small spire, . the weather-beaten 
roof, and the grey walls of an ancient episcopal 
chapel, whose narrow windows threw solitary- 
spangles of sunshine through the intercepting 
foliage. To the left, at more than thrice the 
distance, on the knoll of a common, stood an- 
other chapel of ease, built within my own re- 
membrance, whose freestone walls, blue-slated 
roof, and elegant belfry, conspicuous to all the 
country, presented a naked contrast to the 
sheltered and homely structure on the opposite 
but lower eminence. In both cases, the hamlets 
belonging to thesp places of worship lay con- 
cealed from my view on the further slopes of the 
respective hills ;^ so that the one seemed a house 
of prayer among the cultured fields, the other a 
church in the wilderness. My active imagina- 
tion, however, soon divided their distinct town- 
ships with the road which I was traversing, and. 
appointed the two or three dwellings on either 
side to the chapel adjacent. " On this spot 
then," thought I, <' though the poor inhabitants 
pay their vows to the same God at separate 
altars, on the Sabbath, yet at home, and through 
life, they are but one community, — ^neighbours, 
friends, relations {—playmates in infancy, in 
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childhood companions at school, in youth they 
intermarry, and in manhood their families again 
cross the way to form new connexions : but in 
death they ar^ divided; these 2ive carried to rest 
with their forefathers beneath the shade of yon- 
der solemn trees, while those sleep as quietly 
under the sunshine in the open burying ground 
on the waste. It is of little moment where we 
dwell, and of less where we are laid at last ; the 
dust of the dearest kindred will feel no separa- 
tion in the grave ; there is peace there till the 
day of judgment. But when the trumpet 
shall sound, and the dead shall be raised, these 
cottagers again, with the whole human race, 
shall stand before God. Ah I then, will there 
sot be another separation to the right hand and 
to the left of the judge, irrespective of the sides 
of the road which they once occupied, the cha- 
pel where they worshipped, or the places of 
their interment ? And that separation will not 
be like their separation in life, the breadth of 
this highway, but the space between heaven and 
hellj nor like their separation in death, for a 
few years, but for ever." The reflection was so 
awful> that the light seemed to grow dim in the 
firmament, and the earth to fail. beneath my 
feet. I went on, trembling and dismayed, and 
asking myself,— ^^ On which hand shall I be 
placed ?" 

The gloom gradually passed away, and the 
bright side, both of time and eternity, shone 
forth upon me ; tenderness succeeded terror ; 
the kindest feelings towards my fellow-creatures 
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took possession of mf breast, andl couldscvce- 
I7 forbear saying aloud, as I truly did in my 
heart, to every human being whom I met, 
^* God bless you P' It was a busy path, bein^ 
market-day in the to^n which I had left. Manj 
people had gone by me, but it was the children 
that chiefly attracted my notice ; their fathers 
and mothers, uncles and aunts, I had hitherto re- 
garded nojmore than the mile-stones,— just to 
look at each and go forward to the next; they 
were every- day folks on every-day errands ; in- 
deed, of adults, as the world goes on such a roaci 
as this, I can make little or nothing, but of tho 
young, any thing I please. It is, in fact, l^ss 
interesting to view men and women at their 
best, or past it, and guess what they were in 
petticoats, than to scrutinize the features, or 
mark the vagaries of their offspring, and ima- 
gine what they may he in maturity. A child is 
a promise, a man is a disappointment, and it is 
exhilarating to hope forward in a hundred in-^ 
stances, ifrith the probability oJT being deceived 
in ninety-nine ; while, to look backward even on 
one hope fled for ever, is present death to every 
hope beside. Children, while they are such^ 
are the children of nature ; their actions, speech, 
looks, passions, are unaffected and unrestrain- 
ed,-— the genuine expressioi^ of genuine feel- 
ings ;-— 'the up-grown are creatures of habit, 
slaves of business or pleasure ; at all times try- 
ing to conceal something in themselves, and to 
pry out something which others want to con- 
ceal. Yet there are exceptions, and when you 
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meet one who appears to have seen better days, 
or distant lands, or hard service, if you are a ru- 
minator like roe, you will as eagerly trace back 
his former condition, as you will anticipate the 
future lot of a lively and beautiful child. 

While these very speculations were passing 
through my mind, I was dazzled with a flash, 
as sudden and brilliant as lightening, across my 
eyes ; and looking up, I had just time to check 
myself from running foul against an Italian ped- 
lar, with looking-glasses and pictures sparkling 
to the sun in one hand, a staff in the other, and 
a great square wicker basket at his back, so 
well furnished within, that he stooped as he 
trudged along beneath the burthen. He was not 
less startled than myself, and, laden as he was, 
immediately offered to step aside to make way 
for me ; unluckily, I was attempting to shew 
him the same civility, and we nearly bobbed 
noses together again; both instantly resumed 
our former positions, and a third time encoun- 
tered full abreast ; at length, after a pleasantly 
vexatious game of see-saw, this way and that, 
such as the reader himself may have enjoyed on 
some happy occasion, — if he has not, I wish he 
never may, for it is a genuine '* disery of hu- 
man life," — I effected my escape, by ducking 
under the western corner of his wicker basket, 
and plunging desperately through the mire of the 
carriage-road. When I had recovered footing on 
the causeway, I began to surmise, — ** who may 
this pooV wanderer be ?** for his physiognomy 
had struck me, and in spite of the mean and 
L2 
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morcenary ' ideas connected with his callings 
hb lineage associated him id my mind with the 
heroesy t^e painters^ the poets, and the musi* 
cians of modern Italy, yielding to none in the 
world since the revival of letters. Thither was 
my spirit instantly transported. The Alps rose 
before roe, with their diadems of ice glittering 
above the region of storms and vapours in the 
eternal serenity of heaven. Far below I beheld 
their rt>cky girdles, and their sunward slopes,, 
pouring forth a thousand springs, that lost them- 
selves in each other, and, spreading fertility in 
their course, became magnificent rivers through 
the plains of Lombardy. South-westward, ia 
the lap of a warm and flowery glen, I marked a 
little vine-mantled cottage, with a row of:,bee- 
hives at either end, where still resided the aged 
parents of the rover whom I had j\jst left. That 
rover my fancy represented, in the days of his 
boy hood, sauntering along the Alpine valleys,, 
piping to his little flock, or scaling the crags 
that over hung him, in quest of his strayed 
goats, as fearless and almost as agile as them- 
selves. In one of these excursions, I saw hin^ 
rescue a kid from a wolf that sprang upon it be- 
fore his face. He grappled the, ruffian by the 
throat, and dashed him head long down a pre- 
cipice, whither the eye could not steadily follow 
his fall, while his bowlings were re-echoed froni 
a hundred caves. — Whatdrove the gallant youth 
from home?— The villanous conscription ! — 
for Buonaparte, was then in his glory. He es- 
caped to England ; and here, becoming acquaint— 
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ed with those trtbe9 of his vagrant countrjrmen 
nrhoin we may meet every where, like him, 
hawking their tawdry wares, they taught him 
their way to wealth. I will not disturb the ro- 
mance of my meditation by enquiring whether 
it is an honourable one ; I hope he is plodding 
on his last stage, and having obtained what will 
be affluence to him, I am determined to believe 
that he will return to his native IjBind as soon as 
he can dispose of his present stock of trinkets 
and trumpery, which constitute the luxuries of 
the poor. The contents of that huge basket 
will make twenty cottages gay with pictures, 
and thrice that number of cottagers vain with 
finery of buckles, and ribands, and spectacles. 
Then will he embark with a fair wind for Calais, 
and travel unafraid through the very heart of 
France, the country which, aforetime, he could 
not think upon without shuddering. On some . 
fine evening, when the tops of the Alps, in the 
glory of sunset, resemble the gates 6f Paradise, 
his hoary-headed parents will be sitting beneath 
the poplars on the banks bf their native stream, 
recalling his looks, repeating his words, recount- 
ing his deeds : — how dutiful a son he was to 
them, how kind to his neighbours, how courte- 
ous to every one ;— how he was foUpwed by the 
sheep, and fondled by the old dog that lies at 
their feet, and looks them in the face, as if he 
understood what they were talkingabqut. Then, 
while their fiearts are breaking with tenderness 
at the resemblance of the past, he will, come into 
their presence so qu|tely,that he will be kneel" 



196 A Sl3t MILES'TOUE. 


■ 


ing, and asking their bbssing before the} 


-^ 


cover him. He went awny a youths he *- 


^aI 1 


a itian j but he is known, firat by his vo 


^ 1 


by every feature and gesture, in sii^ 


^H 


They meet in a triple embrace, pareni 


'^H 


forgetting themselves in each other. 


-^1 


a maiden, too, — but the ioatant that /^ 


' 1 


i^oseuponmy brain, the whole illusw. 


I^H 


and ihe truth only remained^ — the 


^^1 


knew nothing, either of ihe man <■ 


J^^l 


When I turned my head to view 1 1 


'^^1 


was gone. 


:/-^^| 


My curiosity was soon attracts 


' '^'^fl^l 


English spectacle* Several shrill 


;^>nd 


shouting to one another made n 


DTry, 


gate into an adjacent field, wherr 


:-'.-imi. 


boys were trying to fly a kite 


.. Itum 


variable, and it seemed to vc. 




rity than appeared among th 


.. ,.u:^ 


p u rpose . T h ere is not h i n g,^ — 


flSC 


and fife, — that more ardently e 


'— - 


of ouv sex than a kite. The us 




hope, joy, disappointment, ra[i 


\' lie 


nately lighted up and cloudcti 


Ihe 


of this little group, amuse' 


■ uilSt 


every motion of pain or pi 


-ot 


nifesied I experienced by 




seizing it at the juncLJQiJ 


^wrW 


bore ^^^Arf^HJl^^B^' 




at dpH^^^r 




rustled al# W^ 




the fori^^^ W 




^^. into ti^^^^^B 




^V 






ri seemed on ti- 

tUarly grunting 
.uugh thcjr were 
nj tiger brood of 
' lours, or played 
ijies. While I wai 
le manners of these 
^ ihoseof the golden 
[icorns together un- 
f cart joking by on 
a single horse, and 
It a dozen years old, 
i:ks of Medusa, star- 
! !! the crannies of his 
along, happier than 
tani, which was his 
Ainshing with magis* 
'. hip^ the seep Ire of hiu 
i: two nursling children, 
iiinute beyond the mo- 
rn iheir legs; one lean- 
waichmgthc revolution 
*o touch it wUh his fin- 
liiig, in like manner, in 
horse to make him go 
ic sight, and ihoughu 
mirade it is, thai a ain- 
V ure always in danger ; 
an angds to watch over 
^iiothers are iisUesa or 
d«>g appeared to dart 
JL* the horse's head, and 
Lied Sit iff full 




130 A SIX MILBS' TOUR* 

bushes at the outset, may run himself first into 
debt, th<in into gaol, on setting out in life, and 
never again recover his own or any body else's 
good opinion. He who threw it over the hedge 
will be a highflying speculator, but his credit 
suddenly failing, he will becorafe bankrupt, and 
involve hundreds who have placed confidence in 
him in ruin and distress. But that gallant rogue, 
who guided it into the free element at once, must 
be one, who by noble enterprise, having talents 
united with integrity, will raise himself to wealth 
and honours;-— nay ,^ who knows but he may one 
day be mayor of • * • » *."—*« So he may,'* 
whispered a misgiving suspicion within me,^* and 
yet be the greatest blockhead in the country, 
while (for omens are best interpreted like dreams, 
by the rule of contraries,) the poor boy whom 
you have scorned, for miscarrying in the first 
hedge that crossed his way, may have the genius 
of Robert Burns, though he should never rise 
to the dignity of an exciseman ; and be who pre- 
cipitated the kite into the road may be a " Vil- 
lage Hampden," who will withstand ^^ the little 
tyrant of bis fields," and though he fall in the 
contest, will leave an example which all must 
admire, and those that please may follow — at 
their peril l" 

Before I could settle these lads in the woild 
to my satisfaction, I had entered upon a small 
common, or rather a large village-green, for on 
each side of the road at unequal distances, the 
habitations of men and animals were scattered, 
almost every house having a stye in front of it : 
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indeed, the whole neighbourhood seemed on vi- 
siting terms; theswiAe went familiarly grunting 
into their masters' parlours, as though they were 
inmates of the family, and the youn)g^er brood of 
the human species crept on all fours, or played 
at hide and seek, in the pig*cotes. While I was 
admiring the frank and simple manners of these 
villagers, so much resembling those of the golden 
age, when men and hogs ate acorns together un- 
der the same tree, I heard a cart jolting by on 
the road: It was drawn by a single horse, and 
driven by a ragged boy, about a dozen years old, 
whose hair, like the snaky locks of Medusa, star- 
ed in every direction through the crannies of his 
hat. He jogged whistling along, happier than 
a king, by the side of his team^ which was his 
kingdom, occasionally flourishing with magis- 
terial authority a long whip, the sceptre of his 
power. In the cart were two nursling children, 
not fit to be trusted a minute beyond the mo- 
ther's eye. Both were on their legs ; one lean- 
ing over the right side, watching the revolution 
of the wheel, and trying to touch it with his fin- 
ger ; the other was leaning, in like manner, in 
front and gee-ho-in^ the horse to make him go 
faster. I trembled at the sight, and thought, 
'^ What a mercy, what a miracle it is, that a sin- 
gle child is reared ! they are always in danger ; 
surely they have, guardian angels to watch over 
them when fathers and mothers are listless or 
sleeping/' Suddenly a dog appeared to dart 
across the way, just under the horse's head, and 
the animal being frightened set eff full speed; 
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the children were violently dismounted ; that 
wfaith wa^ looking at the wheel fell under it ; the 
other was flung tp a considerable distance. The 
boy who had been diiving, ran crying for help 
after the horse and cart, but no help was to be 
had ; the peoj^Ie in the houses, and the boys and 
girls out of doors, might have been dead or in- 
sane : not a hand or a foot, not a voice or an eye, 
was raised towards the spot. For my pu't,I was 
petrified with horror, and could no more move 
a joint than if a night-tnare had been upon me. 
All this was done in a moment, but that moihent 
was an hour, and how much longer it might have 
lasted I know not, had I not been roused from 
my trance, by a sensation in the calf of the leg 
as if a viper had bitten me. It was only some 
dozen spikes of a great thistle, against which I 
had started, as I recoiled from the vision of mi- 
series before mey— 4br it was only a. vision! 
When I looked for it again, it had vanished ; the 
cart was drawling along as before ; the children 
were alive, and leaning out of it, unconscious of 
harm; and the lad, occasionally cracking his whip, 
was whistling a melancholy air, in the minor key, 
to the footfall of the horse, which was pacing as 
soberly on the straight-forward road as U* he were 
in the circle of a mill. 

My morbid imagination had duped me so fla- 
grantly in this instance, that I was equally vexed 
and ashamed at my weakness. I immediate 
grew dull, called in my thoughts, and forbade 
them to play any more to the'end of the journey ; 
accordmgly) I went the three remainiDg miles 



A SIX miles' touk. 133 

as disregardful of every thing and every body 
as if I had been a sleep-walker. I traversed the 
common, leaving the brick kilns on the left 
hand, went steadily down the declivity beyond, 
passed the mill and the old stone bridge over 
the brook in the hollow, and having climbed the 
opposite hill, I coasted along by the park-wall ; 
then entering the great wood to the west of the 
turn pike, I crossed the single plank foot-bridge 
over the rivulet without water below, turned on 
thi9 side through some meadows, then on thai 
up a steep eminence, from the top of which I 
proceeded on table-land through a narrow lane 
to the pretty hamlet where my old nurse resid- 
ed. She ^let me at her door, bade me. welcome, 
kissed me, and was as kind to me as a mother. 
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A TALE WITHOUT A NAME. 



The following stanzas maj very properly have 
a place in " Prose by a Poet^^ as they claim 
little affinity to verse beyond metre and rhyme^ 
which have only been adopted as the more con- 
venient vehicle for ^ subject not easily managea- 
ble- in any form. 



PART I. 

He had no friend on earth but thee. 

No hope in heaven aGove ; 
By day and night, o'er land and seai 

No solace but thy love. 
Jie wander'd here, he wander'd there, 

A fugitive like Cain ; 
And mourn'd, like him, in dark despair, 

A brother rashly slain. 

As from a dream, in pale surprise. 
Waking, the murderer stood; 

He met the victim's closing eyes ; 
He saw his brother's blood : 

That blood pursued him on his way, 
A living, murmuring stream ; 
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Those eyes before him flash'd dismay 
With ever-dying gleam. 

In vain he strove to fly the scene, 

And breathe beyond that time ; 
Tormented memory g^lared beiween ; 

Immortal seem'd his crime : 
His thoughts, his words, his actions all, 

Turn'd on his dyjng brother ; 
That hour he never could recall, 

Nor ever live another. 

To him the very clouds stood still, 

The ground appear'd unchanged ; 
One light was ever on the hill, — 

That hill where'er he ranged : 
'He heard the brook, the birds, the wind, 

Sound in the glen below ; 
The selfsame tree he cow^r'd behind, 

He struck the selfsame blow. 
/ ■ 
Yet was not reason quite o'erthrown. 

Nor so benign his lot, 
To dwell in frenzied grief alone. 

All other woe forgot : 
The world within, and world around, 

Clash'd in perpetual strife ; 
Present and past close-interwound 

Through his whole thread of Jife. 

That thread, inextricably spun. 
Might reach eternity ; 
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For ever doing, never done, 
That dreadful deed might be ! 
. This was a worm that wbuld not die, 

. A fire unquenchable ; 
Ah ! whither can the sufferer fly ? 
Fly from a bosom-hell ? 

He had no friend on earth but thee, 

No hope in heaven above ; 
By day and night, o'er land and sea, 

No refuge but thy love : 
Not time nor place, nor crime nor shame. 

Could change thy spousal truth, 
In desolate old age the same 

As in the joy of youth. 

. Not death, but infamy, to 'scape. 

He left his native coast ; 
To death in any other shape 

He.long'd to yield the ghost: 
But infamy his steps pursued. 

And haunted everyplace, 
While death, though like a lover wooed, 

'Fled from his loath'd embrace. 

He wander'd here, he wander*d there. 

And she, his angel-guide, — 
The silent spectre of Despair, 

With Mercy at his side ; 
Whose love and loveliness alone 

Shed comfort round his glooms- 
Pale as the monumental stone 

That watches o'er a tomb. 
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PART II. 

They cross'd the blue Atlantic flood ; 

A storm their bark assaiPd ; 
Stem through the hurricane he stood, 

All hearts, all efforts fail'd ; 
With horrid hope he eyed the ivaves, 
' That flash'd like wild-fires dim ; 
But ocean, midst a thousand graves. 

Denied a grave to him. 

On shore he sought delirious rest 

In crowds of busy men. 
When suddenly the livid pest 

Came reeking from its den : 
The city vanished at its breath ; 
. He caught the taint, and lay 
A suppliant at the gate of death ; 

Death spum'd the wretch away. 

In solitude of streams and rocks, 

Mountains and forests dread, 
Where Nature's free and fearless flocks 

At her own hand are fed. 
They hid their pangs ; but oh ! to live ' 

In peace, — in peace to die,— • 
Was more than spiitude could give. 

Or earth's whole round supply. 

The swampy wilderness their haunt. 

Where fiery panthers prowl, 
Serpefits their fatal splendours flaunt, 

And wolves and lynxes howl ; 

M 2^ - 
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Where alligators throng the floods. 
And reptiles, yenom-arm'di ' 

Infest the air, the fields, the woods, 
They slept, they waked unharm'd. 

Where the Red Indians, in their ire, 

With havoc mark th» way. 
Skulk in dark ambush, waste with fire, 

Or gorge inhuman prey ; 
Their blood no wild marauder shed ; 

Secure without defence. 
Alike, were his devoted head, 

And her meek innocence. 

Weary of loneliness, they turned 

To Europe's carnage-field ; 
At glory's' Moloch-shrine he bum'd 

His hated breath to yield : 
He plunged into the hottest strife ; 

He dealt the mightiest blows; 
To every foe exposed his life: 

Powerless were all his foes. 

The iron thunder-bolts, with wings 

Of lightning, shunn'd his course; 
Harmless the hail of battle rings, 

The bayonet spends its force ; 
The sword to smite him flames aloof. 

Descends^— «but strikes in vain ; 
His branded front was weapon-proof, 

He wore the mark of Cain. 

" I cannot livey— I cannot die !" 
He mutter'd in despair; 
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« ' This curse of immortality, 

O could I quit — or bear 1" 
Of every frantic hope bereft, 

To meet a nobler doom, 
On6 refuge,— only one, was left, — 

To storm the unyielding tomb. 



Through his own breast the passage lay, 

The steel was in his hand; 
But fiends upstarting fenced the way, 

And every nerve unmanned : 
The heart that ached its blood to spill, 

With palsying horror died ; 
The arm rebellious to his will, 

Hung wither'd at his side. 

O woman 1 wonderful in love, 
Whose weakness is thy power, 

How did- thy spirit rise above ' 
The conflict of that hour \ 

She found him prostrate : not a sigh 

. Escaped her tortured breast. 

Nor fell one tear-drop from her eye. 
Where torrents were repressed. 

Her faithful bosom stay'd his head. 

That throbb'd with fever-heat ; 
Her eye serene compassion shed. 

Which his could never meet : 
Her arn^s enclasp'd his shuddering frame, 

While at his side she kneel'd. 
And utter'd nothing but his name^ 

Yet all her soul reveal'd. 
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Touch'd to th^ quick, he gave no sign 

By gentle word or ton6 ; 
In him affbcti^n could not shine, 

'Twas fire within a stone, 
Which no collision by the way 

Could staHle into light, 
Though the poor heart tliat held it, lay 

Wrapt in Cimmerian night. 

It was not always thus; — ercwhile 

The kindness of his youth. 
His brow of innocence, ?ind smile 

Of unpretending truth, . . , 

Had left such long delight, — that she 

Would oft recall that, time, 
And live in golden memory. 

Unconscious of his crime. 

Though self abandon'd nqw to fate, 

The passive prey of grief. 
Sullen, and cold and desolate. 

He shunn'd, he spurn'd relief; 
Still onward in its even course 

Her pure affection pressed, 
And pour'd with soft and siletit force 

Its sweetness through his breast. 

Thus Sodom's melancholy lake v 

No turn or current knows ; 
Nor breeze, nor billow sounding, break 

The horror of repose : 
While Jordan, through the sulph'rous brine, 

HoUs a translucent stream. 
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Whose waves with answering beauty shine 
To every changing beam. 



PART III. 

.At length the hardest trial came : 

Again they cross the seas; 
The waves their wilder fury tame, 

The storm becomes a breeze. 
Homeward their easy course they hold, 

And now in radient view, 
Tbie purple forelands, tinged with gold, 

Larger and lovelier grew. 

The vessel on the tranquil tide 

Then seem'd to lie at rest, 
While Albion, in maternal pride, 

Advanced with open breast 
To bid them welcome on the main : 

—Both shrunk from her embrace: 
Cold grew the pulse through every vein; 

He turn'd away his face. 

Silent, apart, on deck he stands 

In ecstasy of woe ; 
A brother's blood is on his hands. 

He sees, he hears it flow. 
Wilder than ocean, tempest-wrought. 

Though deadly calm his look ; 
His partner read his inmost thought, 

And strength her limbs forsook. 
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Then first, then last, a pang she proved 

Too exquisite to bear : 
She fell — he caught her — ^strangely moved , 

Roused from intense despair ; 
Alive to feelings long unknown, 
- He wept upon her cheek, 
And call'd her in as kind a tone 

As Love's own lips could speak. 

Her spirit heard that voice, and felt 

Arrested on its flight; 
Back to the mansion where it dwelt. 

Back fram the gates of light, 
That open'd Paradise in trance, 
. It hasten'd from afar, 
Quick as the startled seaman's glance 

Turns from the polar star. 

She breathed again, look'd up, and lb ! 

Those eyes that knew not tears, 
With streams of tenderness o'erflow,— 

That heart, through hopeless years 
The den of fiends in darkness cbain'd. 

That would not, dared not, rest, 
Affection, fervent, pure, unfeign'd, 

In speechless sighs expressed. 

Content to live, since now she knew 

What love believed before ; 
Content to live, since he* was true, 

And love could ask no more,— 
This vow to righteous heaveashe made : 

'' Whatever ills befall, 



^^^ 
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<^ Patient, unshrinking, undisraay'd^ 
« I'll freely suffer all." 

They land-^they take the wonted road j 

By twice ten years estranged, 
The trees, the fields, their old abode, 

Objects and nien were changed : 
Faniiliar faces, forms endear'd. 

Each well-remember'd name. 
From earth itself had disappear'd, 

Or seem'd no more the same. 

.The old were dead, the young were old ; 

Children to mdn had sprung : 
And every eye to them was cold, 

And silent every tongue.' 
Friendless, companionless, they roam 

Amidst their native scene ; 
In drearier banishment at home, 

Than savage climes had been. . 



PART IV. 

'Yet worse she fear'd ; — nor long they lay 

In safety or suspense ; — 
Unslumbering Justice seized her prey, 

And dragg'd the culprit thence : 
Amid the dungeon's darkened walls, 

Down on the cold damp floor, 
A wreck of misery he falls> 

Close by the bolted door. 
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' And she is gone— ^whHe he remains 

Bewilder'd in the gloom, 
To bro6d in solitude and chains 

Upon a felon's doom : 
Yes, she is gone — and he forlorn 

Must groan the night away, 
And long to see her face at morn, 

More welcome than the day. 

The morning comes — she re-appears 

With grief-dissembling wiles ; 
A sad serenity of tears. 

An agony of smiles, . 
Her looks assume : his spectral woes 

Are vanish^ at the sight ; 
And all within him seem'd repose, 

And all around him light. 

Never, since that mysterious hour,_ 
When kindred blood he spilt, — ' 

Never had aught in naturp power 
To soothe corroding ^ilt, • 

Till the glad moment, when she cross'd 
The threshold of that place. 

And the wild rapture, when he lost 
^ Himself in her embrace. 

Even then, while on her neck he hung, 
Ere yet a word they spoke, 

As by a fiery serpent stung, 
Away at once he broke : 

Frenzy, remorse, confusion burst 
In tempest o'er bis brain; 
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He felt accused, condemnMy accurst 
He was— himself again. 

Days, weeks, and months hadfmark'd thip flight 
^ Of Time's unwearied wing, 
Ere winter's long lugubrious night 

Relented into spring : 
To him who pined for death's release^ 

An age the space between !— 
To her who could not hope for pea^ej 

How fugitive the scene I 

In yain she chid forwarning fears. 

In vain repress'd her woe ; 
Alone, unseen, her sighs, her tears, 

Would freely heave and flow : 
Yet ever in his sight, by day. 

Her looks were calm and kind) 
And when at evening torn away. 

She left her soul behind* 

Hark ! hark ! — the judge is at the gate ; 

The trumpet's thrilling tones 
Ring through the cells, the voice of fate ^ 

Re-echoed thence in groans. 
The sound hath reach'd her ear— she stands, 

In marble-chillness dumb ; 
He too hath heard, and smites his hands; 

" I come," he cried, " I come." 

Before the' dread tribunal now. 
Firm in collected pride, 

Vol. I.— N , 
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Without a scowl upon his brow, 

Without a pang to hide^ 
He stood— ^superior in that "hour 

To recreant fear and shame ; 
Peril itself inspired the power 

To brave the worst that came. 

'Twas like the tempest, when he sought 

Fate in the swallowing flood ; 
'Twas like, the battle when he fought 

For death through seas of blood : 
A violence that soon must break 

The heart which would not bend, — 
A heart that almost ceased to ache 

In hope of such an end ! 

On him, while every eye was iix'd ; 

And every lip express'd. 
Without a voice, the rage unmix'd 

That boil'd in every breast ; 
It seem'd as though that deed abhprrM, 

In years far distant done. 
Had cut asunder every chord 

Of fellowship but one."— 

That oneindissolubly bound 

A feeble woman's heart ; 
Faithful in every trial found, 

Long had she borne her part : 
Now at his helpless side alone, 

Girt with infuriate crowds, 
Like the new moon her meekness shone^ 

Pale through a gulph of cjiouds. 
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Ah ! well might every bosom yearn 

Responsive to her sigh ; 
And every visage dark and stem 

Soften beneath her eye : 
Ah ! well might every lip of gall 

The unutter'd curse suspend ; 
Its tones on her in blessings fall, 

Its breath in prayer ascend. 

<< Guilty V* — that thunder-striking sound 

All shudder'dwhen they heard ; 
A burst of horrid joy around 

Hail'd the tremendous word ^— • 
Check'd in a moment,--8he was there ! 

The instinctive groan was hush'd ; 
Nature, that forced it, cried ^< forbear I'' 

Indignant Justice blush'd. 



PART V. 

One woe is past, another speeds 

To consummate his doom ; 
The third day's farewell-beam recedes $ 

She watch'd it into gloom : 
That night, how swift in its career 

It flew from sun to sun ! 
That night, the last of many a dear. 

And many a dolorous one !-— 

That night, by special grace she wakes 
In the lone convict's cell, 
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With hrnkf for whom the morrow breaks 

To light to heaven or hell. 
Dread sounds of preparation rend 

The dungeon's ponderous roof ; 
The hammer's doubling strokes descend, 

The scaffc^d creaks aloof. 

She watch'd his features through the shade, 

Which glimmering embers broke ; 
Both from their inmost spirit pray'd ; 

They pray'd, but seldom spoke. 
Moments^ meanwhile^ were years to him ; 

Her grief forgot their flighty 
Till en the hearth the fire grew dim : 

She tum'dr-and lo ! the light :. 

The light less welcome in the skies. 

The loveliest light of mom, 
Than the dark glare of felon-eyes 

Through grated cells forlorn : 
The cool fresh breeze from heaven that blew, 

The free lark's mounting strains^ 
She felt in drops of icy dew, 

She heard, like groans and chains. 

" Farewell !"— -'twas but a word, yet more 

Was utter'd in that sound, 
Thah love had ever told before, 

Or sorrow ever found. 
They kiss like meeting flames ;— they part, 

Like flames asunder driven ; 
Lip cleaves to lip, heart beats on heart, 

Till soul from soul is riven. 
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Quick hurried thence — the sullen bell 

Its pausing peal began : 
She hearkens, — 'tis the dying knell 

Rung for the living man. 
The mourner reach 'd her lonely bower^ 

Fell on her widowed bed, 
And found, through one entrancing hour, 

The quiet of the dead. 

She woker-and knew he was no more : 

" Thy dream of life is past; 
That pang with thee, that pang is o*er, 

The bitterest and the last !" 
She cried :— then scenes of sad amaze 

Flashed on her frenzied eye ; 
A field, a troop, a crowd to gaze, 

A murderer led to die ! 

He' eyes the ignominious tree. 

Looks round, but sees no friend; 
He sinks into eternity ; 

Is this— -is this the end ? 
Her spirijt followed him afar 

Into the world unknown. 
And saw him standing at that bar, 

Where each must staud alone^r— 

Silence and darkness hide the rest : 
Long she survived to mourn ; 

But peace sprang up within her breast 
From trouble meekly borne : 

N 2 
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And higher, holier joys had she, 
A Christian's hopes above, 

The prize of suffeiing constancy, 
The crown of faithM love. 
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A MODEST CONFESSION ; 

IN A LBTTKR TO A LADY. 

Dear Madam, 
I KNOW you love me in my propefplace ; where 
that is, I leave you to guess at present; it may. 
not, indeed, be in your eye, but, I assure you 
it is not far from it. I am one of the race 
of Valetudinarians ; and to such you know it is 
a pleasure to complain,-— perl^aps the only 
pleasure of their lives. Pray do not say, it is 
no pleasure to hear idle complaints, till you 
have heard mine. W^ho I am it will be no^ easy 
matter to tell in more words than one^ I am de- 
termined, however, to hide myself in many, that 
you may find me out, before I name that, which, 
like a charm, will bring me in all my beauty 
and confusion upon you. In the first place, I 
am not a riddle; yet I am a very fit subject for 
one, and, probably, while I describe myself, I 
may speak in paradoxes ; but, unless I come 
across you, do not puzzle yourself as you go 
along; my signature at the close of this episUe 
will make all clear, and prove to your satisfac- 
tion, that I havean especial claim to the counte- 
nance of a lady. 

I am neither a person, a passion, a being, nor 
an abstraction. I am neither a vice, nor a vir- 
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tue ; a member of the body, nor a quality, of the 
mind ; neither matter, nor spirit ; — I am simply 
a motion ! Without form I am seen ; without 
substance I am felt ; without intelligence I am 
the most infallible interpreter of the heart, 
though my meaning, unhappily, is so ambigu- 
ous that it is seldom understood in the right 
sense ; and it is the misapprehension of this of 
which I principally complain. I comeyrom the 
heart, and there it is that my presence is felt ; 
for though I speak to the eye when I appear, 
the heart feels as if it were visible ; and O ! which 
of 

*« The wisest, virtuouaest, discreetest, best," 

* ^ (MlLTOV.) 

even of your own sex, could bear to have a fellow- 
creature prying into her secret thoughts, all of 
which, especiidly those she is most anxious to 
conceal, seem to be betrayed the moment she 
perceives me ; — and, to tell the truth, they 
would be, if people understood my language dm 
well as they pretend to do. 

I am peculiar to humanity; no brute animal, 
however endowed with instinct or sensibility, 
being cs^pable of distinguishing or exhibiting 
me. Though I belong to either sex, I am pre- 
eminently ^^ the glory and the shame" of yours. 
The female who has discarded mefrom her affec- 
tions, has lost all sense of honour, all purity of 
soul ; yet she with whom I am most familiar is 
most abashed by my presence : her pulse throbs 
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quicker at the thought of me; her feiar brings 
me upon her, though I come most unwiHingly. 
The mere recollection, that my being in com- 
pany with her exposed her to public enervation 
in a certain place, makes me visit her again in 
her closet. For the world she would not part 
with the fine feeling which draws me to her ; yet 
when I am present she would give the worl^ 
that I were gone. This is the more remarkable, 
since there is nothing even in woman more graces 
fill than I am, and one would therefore imagine 
nothing more desirable, especially as I am, in 
the strictest sense, ^* the ornament of a meek 
and quiet spirit." The poet's eye beholds me 
in the rsdnbow, and in the rose ; in the morning 
clouds, on the ocean at sunset ; in the fiace of the 
full- moon rising. The loveliest countenance 
grows more lovely the instant I approach it ; in- 
deed, it then becomes ao lovely, that it is a sin 
to look upon it, because of the unimaginable an- 
guish which a single glance inflicts on the fair 
sufferer whom I am overpowering. 

I am always honest, but I am not always the 
sign of honesty ; nay, I am so frequently associ- 
ated with guilt, that the vulgar and superficial 
are apt to think me identified with it. This is 
so much the misery of my life, that I am only 
happy when I am put out of existence, which I 
may be, and yet revive again a hundred times a 
day. Something not fit to be named, is roundly 
uttered, or insidiously hinted, in conversation, 
and I instinctively betray the consciousness of 
the young and the uncorrupted to the grossness 
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of sach an insult ; hence, it is impudently infer- 
red, that they know more than they ought, though 
it is only a proof that the wreteh who provoked 
me knows less than he ought, either of good 
sense or good manners. Now ean any thing be 
more unjust and injurious, than to call the swift 
witness of virtue, which I am, the evidence of 
depravity ? Should this letter (though intended 
for nofie but yourself, fair lady, who happen to 
be just now reading it) ever fall into the hands 
of a man, who dares to speak what modesty dare 
not hear; who takes a pride ixi raising me to con- 
found innocence ; let him beware, lest I rise up 
to his face in the day of judgment, and overwhelm 
him with everlasting shame and contempt. 

Hypocrisy may affect me, and force my re- 
semblance where I never am found, but it must 
be a dull eye that cannot distinguish her £dse 
colours, and despise her for deceiving herself in 
wearing them. Of all their other foibles and 
weaknesses your Inimitable sex may be occa- 
sionally vain :— a lisp, a mole, a cast of the eye, 
may be a subject of self-complacency, for no- 
thing is too little or too mean for vanity ;— >but 
you are never vain of roe,— except where I am 
not. Then, indeed, a prude or a wanton may 
assume me to conceal the want of me ; but the 
exertion costs more than the counterfeit is worth, 
and as it is made at the hazard of an apoplexy, 
I am seldom violated in this way. But I must 
further exemplify some of my sufferin'gs. 

Among half a dozen children, one has been 
playing a mischievous prank, unk]|;iown to the: 
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rest. They are suddenly interrupted. in their 
sport by a parent or tutor, wHb denounces the 
offence, and inquires who has done it. Four of 
them have preseitte of mind to exculpate them- 
selves on the spot ; the rogue appears quite in- 
different, 'and escapes by cunning equivocation 
or auds^gious denial ; the sixth, the least likely 
in the group to commit such a trespass, feels me 
rushing upon him ; I cannot help it ; the effort 
to repel me aggravates his calamity ; he trem- 
bles, sobs, bursts into tears, and is speechless. 
Thus, though the fault cannot be brought home 
to him, he must bear the imputation, for no 
other reason than because he coold not bear it. 
A friend, with whose credit our own is by 
sympathy involved, says a silly thing before stran- 
gers ; I punish you for it, and you do for him 
what he ought to do for himself.— In a large 
niiKed company, some scandalous or dishonest 
transaction is talked of— ^ome absent person is 
the. subject of censure,— -some folly is merciless- 
ly ridiculed,-— some Vice is ostentatiously expos- 
ed. xNow there are people, of both sexes, whose 
nerves are so miserably sensitive, that their ani- 
mal spirits on these occasions are apt to be sud- 
denly discomposed, and they manifest such in- 
effable perturbations as may easily be mistaken 
for the workings of anr evil conscience, by those 
hardier mortals, who are at all times so perfectly 
at peace with themselves, as never to suspect 
that any thing can be suspected of them, incon- 
sistent with their own high character in their 
own esteem. These are yory distressing casea» 
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in which the writfaiiigs of morbid sensibility are 
regarded as symptoms of self-accusing guilt, 
startled in remorse, like the king's feelings in 
Hamlety on seeing his crime represented in a 
play^-^though the very reverse is the truth : 
these, too, are cases more common than the ma- 
jority of mankind, who are happily not bjest with 
nerves of gossamer and spirits of ether, imagine. 
Here then, the first time since the creation that 
I have spoken in the dialect of men, (seeing my 
own symbolical form of expression is so liable to 
be misinterpreted,) I warn you, and all to whom 
these presents may come^r-^to avoid hasty and 
unworthy opinions concerning persons, other- 
wise amiable, on presumptions so slight and un- 
certain as these. 

I told you before that I was not a passion ; yet 
of every passion I am the earliest and the surest 
symptom. In love, when the youth tells all that 
is in his heart to her who knew it all before he 
opened his lips, I give a warmth to his eloquence 
which no art can rival, and a voice to her silence 
which no tongue can utter. In eagerness of 
'hope, you behold me glowing with the liveliest 
emotion : and at a sudden disappointment deep- 
ening almost to blackness. — ^In envy, I rather va- 
nish than appear; when I am gone, you remeni* 
ber that I have been, and I am followed by an' 
image of ghastlier hue than that which the grave 
hides in the features of the dead, and from which 
the living shrink with equal horror.-^In pride, 
I bum with amerce and crimson flame, which 
electrifies the eye ofhimtbAt dares to look upon 
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me. In rage, I flash abroad like lightning, fol- 
lowed by instantaneous thunder.— In jealousy, I 
am wild and wavering, gleaming out of darkness, 
and sinking into it like the meteor of the marsh* 
'—In revenge, J explode like the fires of Vesu- 
vius, smothered at length in smoke ^nd ashes. 
— In joy, at the meeting of friends long parted, 
I come like the glory of heaven upon them, 
making their faces as the faces of angels one to 
another. O then,— perhaps then only,-^m I 
welcome, welcome and delightful beyond ex- 
pression I On such occasions alone, were I left 
to my choice, would I visit you, and those whom 
you love, for I cannot but believe that they re- . 
semble you in all that endears you to me. 

I dare say, that you have found me out long 
ago ; if not, read the first five words in this epis- 
tle, and then look where you are sure never to 
encounter any thing ugly^— into your glass, and 
you will perhaps see me, I ought to be asham- 
ed of having troubled you at such great length, 
but I will not aggravate^ the offence by an apo- 
logy :-— you are a lady, and can excuse 

. A BLUSH. 
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THE ACORN J 

AN 

APOLOGUE. 



Thou wast a bauble once ; — a cup and baD, 
Which babes might play with :— 

• • • • • •. 

Time was, when, settling on thy leaf^ a fly 

Could shake thee to the root ; — ^and time has been. 

When tempests could not.'' 

tyOWPEB'a Yardley Oak, 



A HIGH wind shook tli6 last acorn from an old 
oak. In the following night, the tree itself was 
thrown down by the tempest. It had lived thi*ough 
five centuries; but though in that period it had 
produced millions of acorns, they had all been 
devoured by swine, or perished where they fell. 
Yet there was a prophecy, nearly coeval with 
the Deluge, in the family, that from this oak 
there should spring a mighty forest^ Age after 
age, the venerable tree, declining in strength, 
and decaying til) the shell of the trunk, and a 
stunted branch bearing six leaves and a single . 
acorn, were all the insignia of it^ ancient bo- 
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Hours ;r-^age alter age, the venerable treb looked 
anxiously for tokensof the fulfilment of this pre- 
diction, in the growth of some sapling from one 
of its acorns. *' Hope deferred ihaketb the heart 
sick; but when the desire cometh, it is a tree of 
life;" The old oak knew this; and to the last 
moment believing, that He who had promised 
could not fail to perform, it prayed even asit Uy 
upon the ground, that its orphan offspring, the 
sole survivor of its stock, might in due time be 
quickened, shodt up* and become the parent of 
a great family. While it was praying, the sap 
ceased to circulate through its rigid veins, and 
the old oak died, lamented by all the trees within 
its horizon. A hoary-headed anchoret, who ap- 
peared as far stricken in years as the deceased 
itself, though only a babe in comparison with it, 
built an hermitage of the relics, in which he lived 
in peace, and died in hope. 

The solitary acorn had fallen into the desert- 
ed nest of a field-mouse, and the gigantic trunk 
of its progenitor descending close by, crushed 
the turf over its head, and buried it alive. In 
darkness, alone, and immoveably wedged, the 
poor acorn gave itself over for lost : and yet it 
could not but remember how merrily it had lived 
on the little bough that nourished it, dancing in 
the breeze, drinking the dew, enjoying the light ;.^ 
it could not but remember the radiance of the 
sun, the beauty of the moon, the multitude of 
the stars, the verdure of the earth, the diversity 
of hill and dale, the river rolling at the root of 
its aged sire ; it could not but remember the 
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sounds of winds, and birds, and waters, the mo- 
tions and colours of the clouds, the forms, voices, 
and actions of men and apimals, which it had re- 
marked during its non-age above ; it could not 
but remember these, and remember them with 
regret, — ^regret acuminated to despair, in the ap- 
prehension that soon it must cease to hear, and 
see, and feel for evejr. 

While the acorn thus lay ruminating on its 
helplessness, insignificance, and misery, it heard, 
or thought it heard, a voiqe from heaven, saying, 
** Produce an oak /'*— ^< Produce an oak !** re- 
peated the acorn to itself, " that is impossible ;-— 
no, it is nor, for with God all things are possi* 
ble ; and if He commands, I can do it, and I wt7/.** 
The acorn had well learned this lesson of faith 
from its parent; and the Ruler of the universe 
always gives power to his creatures to do what 
He requires of them. 

Immediately, through every nerveof its frame, 
it felt a spirit in motion ; and the germ between 
its double kernel, though small enough to pass 
through the eye of a needle, received a con- 
sciousness, that a whole tree, roots, bark, bole, 
branch es) leaves, and future fruit, lay folded with 
invisible minuteness in the fairy casket of its * 
bulb. There was no self-delusion in the acorn ; 
it had humbled itself, dnd it was about to be ex- 
alted. From that crisis, though the shell and 
the kernels began to waste away, the germ fed 
upon them ; presently it swelled and put forth 
fibres, which insinuated themselves through the 
soil, to secure a permanent feot-hold. In spring 
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there .ajipeared above ground a tiny shoots which 
opened and presented 

— *' two lobes protrttding> pair'd exzci*" 

The new-sprung plant was lower than the 
blades of grass, that rose in myriads round it, 
and looked down contemptuously upon it as a 
'Stranger, whose shape was uncouth, and whose 
language they did not understand. 

Hours, days, weeks, months passed swiftly 
away, and so did the grasses, but the offspring 
of the acorn survived them all, and continued to 
grow till it became a sprig, with two full-formed 
leaves, and a bud between them, which tempted 
the bee and the butterfly to alight on their way, 
^while the grasshopper chirped at its foot, or 
skipped over its head ; nay, so vigorously did it 
push forth on the right hand and the left as well 
«^ upward, that the cowslip was compelled to 
hang, its blossoms awry, (o make way for the 
sylvan intruder. Vear followed year, till the 
sprig became a sapling ; and one generation of 
men died after another, while the sapling ex- 
panded into an Oakland the oak advanced through 
two centuries towards maturity. All this time the 
tree from the acorn had preserved its humility ; 
though rooted in the earth, it aspired towards 
heaven ; the nourishment which it drew from 
the soil, and the river and the atmosphere, it re- 
ceived as the bounty of Providence, and it was 
thankfuL 

Meanwhile the occasional lightnings played 
02 
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harmlessly round its head, and the tempest that- 
agitated its boughs above, caused its roots to 
strike deeper below. Thus flourished the oakf 
the pride and admiration of all the country. The 
birds roosted and sang among its branches ; the 
cattle chewed the cud, and reposed under its 
shelter ; the lambkins in April ran races round 
the mount, which its roots had up-heaved from 
the plain. Man approached it with veneration, 
—-and as he lifted up his eye at so magnificent a 
, spectacle, he glanced beyond it to the sky, and 
thought, — ^ How much glory can the Creator 
confer on one of his inferior works ! How much 
of himself may be seen even in a tree !" 

But one thing was wanting to consummate it» 
felicity, the oak was barren ; not an acora had 
ever glistened in a rough cup, on the most luxu- 
riant of its boughs, though their foliage spread 
thick and beautiful to the sun, and rustled mu- 
sically in the breeze, — and though autumn in 
its turn brought a second spring of leaves, so 
delicately tinged, that they seemed the blossoms 
of the first. 

Now it came to pass during a hard winter, 
that an old raven, driven by stress of weather 
ftom the sea-coast, and travelling far inland, 
alighted one clear cold morning on the topmost 
twig of the oak. Though stript of .its summer 
attire, the grace and majesty of its form were 
the more striking, in the fair proportions of its 
tall stem, naked boughs, and innumerable fibres, 
all in motion, and each distinctly pictured against 
the dArk blue firmament These were here and 
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there txi&ed with brown clusters of dry leaves, 
of which now one, then another fell, 

— ^-" slowly circling through the waving air,** 

to the ground, were thousands of their brethren 
lay strewn at the feet of their parent, in all stages 
of decays some brilliantly spangled with pearls 
of ice on their net-work skeletons ; while many, 
yet perfect in form, were so curiously pencilled 
with hoar-frost, tl\at every vein was distinguish- 
able. The raven, who was thin of plumage, 
and iron-grey with years, looked as if he had 
seen better dajs, but would never see such again. 
Age and adversity had soured his disposition, if 
ever it had been good, so that he could no lon- 
ger behold happiness without envy, nor contem- 
plate innocence without hankering to betray it. 
While he sate shivering in the wind, that lifted 
up his ragged feathers with every breath, his ' 
lank sides were exposed to the curiosity of the 
chaffinches and tom-tits that hopped on the 
lower boughs, peeping askance at the stranger, 
wondering whence he came, and thinking not a 
whit the less handsomely of themselves and 
their gay plumage, in comparison with him. 
But when they chanced to meet the flash of his 
keen dark eye, they felt as if facinated by a rat- 
tlesnake, and durst not move till he had turned 
it away in stom of their detected impertinence. 
Now Ralph was a soothsayer, and many an 
evil omen had he exhibited to the poor fisher- 
men on the coast, where his haunt was; soaring 
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delighted in anticipation of the storm, watching^ 
its horrors from liis fastness in the rooky cliffs, 
and preying when it was over on the carcases 
of shipwrecked mariners. As he understood all 
languages not spoken by man, he quickly en- . 
tered into conversation with the oak, wormed 
out its whole history, and was sagacious enough 
to discover what the tree itself scarcely suspect- 
ed, that, innocent and happy as it was, secret 
anxiety had begun to corrode its heart, lest, not- 
withstanding its health, strength and virUie,and 
notwithstanding the ancient prophesy, it might 
/at length die without issue, there being little 
hope, after &uch an age of sterility, that it would 
yet become fruitful. 

The subtle tempter caught his -c\xt^ and by a 
train of sophistry, of which history hath not fur- 
nished the particulars, (probably lest others who 
are not trees should be beguiled by them,) he 
succeeded in persuading the oak, that it was so 
high a favourite of Providence, that the course 
of nature was suspended with respect to its des- 
tination, and it was either governed by such^ 
mysterious heavenly inBuence, or had within it- 
self such an original power, that it could do or 
be whatsoever it pleased :-— thus, instead of pro- 
pagating its species by acorns, it might continue 
to increase in bulk, in breadth, in depth, in 
strength, in every thing, through an illimitable 
period to come, till the heavens were filled with 
its branches, and the earth over canopied with 
its verdure. 

All this was very fine; what heart of oak 
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would be proof against aucli an assault? Our 
simple tree listened unsuspectingly to the shrewd 
insinuations, and soon indeed began to fancy 
that all that it was it had made itself; wherefore 
it had only to go on for evergrowing by its own 
Tolition, to become as great and glorious as the 
raven liad prognosticated ! « If," said the poor 
dupe within itself, "when I was an acorn I 
wrought myself out of the ground, and have 
since risen by my own choice to be the noblest 
tree in the universe, why should I rest here, and 
not go on to magnify my form till my trunk 
towers above the clouds, and sustains in mid- 
heaven a burthen of boughs more numerous 
and ample than the forests on a thousand hills ? 
thus in my own person accomplishing the an- 
cient prophesy, instead of dying as my prede* 
cessors have done, in the vain hope of leaving 
an innumerable posterity. 

Off flew the raven on the left hand, the mo- 
ment his blandishment had prevailed, and the 
innocence of his victim had departed from it; 
leaving it to the indulgence of proud imagina- 
tions, and to the sad consequences of its apos- 
tacy. Early in the succeeding spring, at the 
first motion of the sap from the root, when the 
noon-sun was warmly shining, the oak heard 
the same voice from heaven, which once called 
it out of the kernel, saying novf to it, *' Produce 
acorns /" — ^^ Produce acorns !** indignantly it 
repeated; " A'b, Iwill produce oaka ! My slen- 
derest twig shall be a tree as mighty and as rami- 
fied as I myself am at this hour." Forthwith, 
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as it fondly imagined, the vain boaster l>egan t9 
exert its native energies, and to strain through 
every fibre to enlarge its dimensions, but its bulk 
remained the same as before ; it had reached a 
standard which it could never exceed. Spring 
vanished, summer followed, and, autumn found 
the oak laden— with acorns. They were shaken 
to the ground ; the swine devoured them ; none 
took root. The oak was mortified, and enraged^ 
but not humbled. " I will do belter," it exclaim- 
ed "next year;" and yet it scarcely believed it- 
9elf, for there was an uncomfortable misgiving 
in its mind, which it durst not acknowledge, 
and feared to investigate. 

The next year came, and the next year went. 
What did the oak ? In spite of itself it produced 
acorns as before, — but only to feed swine ; not 
a single one was quickened. Still it might have 
hardened itself in rebellion against Providence ; 
but in the middle of the first frosty night of the 
winter ensuing, it was awakened by a pang at 
the core as if an arrow of fire had glanced through 
it, and the wound had been instantly healed. 
An arrow had passed through it, but the wound 
was 720/ healed ; it was the arrow of death, and 
though the anguish at that time was only mo- 
mentary, disease, decay, and dissolution had 
seized upon its vitals, never to relinquish their 
prey till they had consumed it atom by atom. 
The delinquent was roused to reflection ; it was 
convinced at once both of its mortality and its 
guilt. Shame, remorse, and self-abhorrence 
fallowed ; the whole winter was a season of hu- 
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miliation and repentance, till the oak was con- 
tented to be what its Creator had made it, and 
resigned to suffer whatever his justice naight 
inflict upon it. 

The next spring' had far advanced, but long 
storms and hard frosts had retarded vegetation, 
when, with the appearance of the first swallow, 
hope revisited the heart of the penitent ; and a 
few weeks afterwards, while the nightingale was 
singing by moonlight from a lowly bush at its 
foot, the oak again heard the voice fromheaven, 
more welcome than before, and sweeter than all 
the sounds in creation beside, saying, " Produce 
a forest /" " Thy will be done," replied the 
humbled tree ; and immediately it felt as if a 
curse had been taken away, and a blessing^ pour- 
ed down on its head. 

Ere long its buds unfolded into leaves, and in 
autumn its branches were bowed down with the 
weight of fruit. Frequent and violent winds 
scattered the acorns abroad as they ripened, and 
heavy rains upon the adjacent hills bringing 
down the soil upon them, or washing them into 
temporary channels, many remained buried dur- 
ing the winter; and ere the harvest of another 
season was ready to be shaken doWn from the* 
parent tree, a nursery of its descendants was 
springing up in the neighbouring fields. Year 
after year the fruits of the oak were carried fur- 
ther, multiplied thicker, and rose higher, over 
the face of the country, till at the close of its 
third century it stood in the heart of the roost 
flourishing forest in the world, itself to the eye 
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in full vigour and beauty, and unrivalled by the 
stateliest of its' progeny, though the death- 
wound, received a hundred years before, was 
invisibly undermining its strength, and hollow- 
ing its trunk. 

About this time the old raven, who still sur- 
vived, (and of whom, it was said, that, like the 
wandering Jew, he could neither die nor rest,) 
returned to that place, but his eye had grown so 
dim, and the scene was so changed, that he knew 
it not again, till the oak, amidst the forest of its 
sons, saluted him as he flew languidly over their 
heads. Ralph alighted on one of the arms of 
his former acquaintance, an'd silently listened 
to the secret of its story ; at ^the close of which 
he uttered an ominous croak, fluttered for a 
moment on his perch, then fell headlong, and 
lay dead in the hollow of one of the protuberant 
roots of, the tree, which he had supposed had 
long ago been blasted by lightning or mildew, 
for exercising the presumption which he had 
taught it. 

The oak yet lived two hundred years ; its ofl"- 
spring and their descendants, to the fiftieth gene- 
ration, still increasing and multiplying to the 
•east and the west, to the north and the south, 
till the river on whose banks it stood, and which ^ 
for thousands of years had rolled in broad sun- 
shine through a champaign of meadows, 'be- 
caifte half overshadowed with the kindred 
branches that on either side stretched to inter- 
mingle their arms, but succeeded not entirely; 
a line of light) and a current of cool air passing 
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uninterruptedly down the mic^dle of the stream, 
amidst the depths of surrounding woodlands. 

At length came the last hour of the sylvan 
patriarch. It fell not by the fury of the wind, 
like its father, nor by the assaults of the axe, as 
thousands of its juniors had fallen before it; but 
on a calm and golden summer eve, just as the 
sun went down, the oak sunk to the earth, un* 
der the quiet weight of years, and at the gentle 
touch of nature, loosening at once its whole 
burthen of infirmities. It lay down so leisurely 
to repose, that the squirrel and her young, whose 
nest was in the hollow of the fork where its 
leaves and branches diverged from the bole, 
were undisturbed, and wondered next morning 
to find themselves so near the ground. - The 
remains of the oak were not left to rot in dust 
and oblivion. Man knew their value : he re- 
moved them, and wrought the knotted fragment 
of the trunk, and I he knee-timbers of the unde- 
cayed boughs, into the flanks and keel of a ves- 
sel, which afterwards circumnavigated the 
globe. 
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DIALOGUE OF THE ALPHABET. 

On Saturday evening, August 31, 1816, the let* 
ters of the English alphabet met en a sheet of 
paper,— -the last relic of reams which they had 
laid waste in the preceding week, — ^to take into 
consideration the hardships of the times, the 
causes of the same, and the best remedies to be 
applied. On one point, and one only, they were 
unanimous ; namely, — that the times were hard ; 
but in this they were only like their neighbours, 
for it would have been no easy matter at that 
juncture, or indeed any other, to find two sensi- 
ble persons, much less six and twenty, in his 
Majesty's dominions, who would be better 
agreed, when they came to the details of this 
everlasting paradox,, which we all acknowledge, 
most of us feel, yet none can explain to the sa- 
tisfaction of any body except himself. But in 
whatever esteem we may individually hold our 
own opinions, and with whatever contempt we 
may regard the opinions of other people, on 
this subject, those of the gentlemen of the cris- 
cross-row must at least be worthy of a hearing ; 
for after all that has been, is, or may be said or 
written on any theme that can exercise the hu- 
man intellect, It is they^and they alone, who, by 
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their changes, combinations, and discordances, 
argue, confound, and determine all questions in 
morals* philosophy, politics, history, poetry, and 
every art and science, known or pursued amqng 
men. On this occasion, though seldom on any 
other, except on the face of a child's battledore, 
these literati spoke according to alphabetical 
precedence, delivering their sentiments with a 
gravity, if not with a wisdom, worthy of a bench 
of judges, consulting on a reserved case. And 
thus began great A. 

A. I was always an advocate for war, for 
everlasting w'ar ; because by war alone nations 
arrive at the summit of glory, power, and pros- 
perity. The experience of all Europe during 
the last twenty years of hostilities prove this, 
and the same experience during the last year of 
peace confirms it. When, for example, did our 
country flourish so proudly as during the former 
period ; — when have we beheld her drooping so 
rapidly, so hopelessly, as at this hour I 

B, The very reason why you love war, is the 
reason why every body else should hate it. Like 
insanity, it is a terrible and unnatural excite- 
ment, which gives strength to perform prodigies 
of folly and rage, but ends in deplorable exhaus- 
tion, if not in positive death. What must have 
been the wickedness of the late war, when peace 
itself seems to follow it like a judgment upon 
the nation for having so long- persevered in it I 
But peace is not a judgment, it is a mercy; 
even such a peace as we are now enjoying — 
suffering, I mean. Another year of war might 
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have ruined us; as many years of tranquillity 
as we hav^ had of contention would make Bri- 
tain " the glory of all lands." 

C. ♦ War may be very well in its place, and 
peace may be the same ; but I know not how it 
happens, whether we have one or the other, we 
are always wrong ; for my part I can do with 
either ; I am no party-man ; giveme a good trade, 
and I care not whether folks sleep in their beds 
or on the field of battle. 

D, A good trade 1 ^hy 3rou have had one ;— 
at least you say so, now it is gone, and you are 
not likely to have a better; yet you were always 
complaining of customs, insurances, captures, 
orders in council, and burning dect*ees. Let a 
nation live within herself; let her husband her 
own resources, and cultivate her own estate. 
Speed the plough, the loom, and the anvil, say I. 

,£. So say I ; but down with the markets ! 
No corn bill, no wool bill, no property tax, no 
duties on horses, on leather, on this thing, on 
that thing, on every thing ! 

F. I am only half of your opinion ; away in- 
deed with duties on malt, and hops, and strong- 
beer ; wi^h landlords' ta:(, and tenants' tax ; but 
give us corn-^bills, wool -bills, cheese-bills, but- 
ter-bills, — ^then we shall look up again. Dear 
corn was the staff of .the war. 

G. I am glad that it is broken, and broken 
on the backs of those that made it. Let us have 
cheap corn, — that is the " staff of life ;" the other 
indeed is the staff of war, or rather the handle 
of Death's scythe, with which, both abroad and 
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at home, he cuts down human lives in the blade, 
the green ear, the full grain, and the straw, in- 
discriminately. Let us have cheap corn, and 
then we shall go lightly under £^11 our burthens. 

H, Nay, there is one burthen, under which 
we cannot go at all,-^except backward. Tithes, 
Mr. G., tithes are the plague of agriculture. 
They are worse to corn than black blight, red 
gum, mildew, weevils and wet harvests. That 
tithes are the double quintessence of the pro- 
duce of lan<J is plain, from the rosy gills of the 
parsons who riot on them, and the lantern-jaws 
of the farmers, who starve on the remainder. 

/. Well said ! Starving on nine-tenths, and 
rioting on one, is a position worthy of an enemy 
to tithes. Tithes, Sir, are as much the property 
of the clergyman as the soil is of the landlord. If 
the latter were as moderate ais the former, and 
took only one-tenth of the fruits of the earth for 
rent, let me tell you, that " the lantern-jaws" of 
the farmer would soon be lighted up as they 
were wont to be, four years ago, when wheat was 
a guinea a bushel, so that you might see them 
at a distance, in a long lane, on a market night, 
gleaming like Will-witH-a'tvhiafi, 

J, You are right. Sir, about tithes, but wrong 
about rents. Rents and tithes are like church 
and state, man and wife, hand aiid glove, bread 
and cheese, this and that, and fifty things beside. 
Let tithes stand, say I, — they are the Gothic pil- 
lars of the cathedral; Jet rents rise, they cannot 
be too high, — they are the Corinthian capitah 
of the palace. 

PS 
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K, O for a Sampson among the pillars, and 
a Cromwell at the capitals ! No royalty and hie- 
rarchy united for me. England, Scotland and 
Ireland will never be great and. glorious, and 
happy, till they become republics, one and indi- 
visible. Liberty and equality for ever ! I would 
have every inch of ground in the two islands 
measured off, and allotted to the breadth of a 
barley-corn among all the citizens. 

L. Then you would make a new division 
every time a child was born, or an old 'woman 
died ; and pray how much time would there be 
left to do any thing besides with the land \ Tri- 
gonometry might flourish ; you would cultivate 
that in the fields, but you could cultivate nothing 
else there. Corn, grass^ timber, turnips, pota- 
toes, cattle, sheep, and game, would as soon grow 
and breed ,on the house-tops, as under the feet 
and in the eye of a surveyor. No, no ; the soil 
is equitably enough apportioned ; I myself have 
ten thousand acres;— the landed interest, the 
landed interest is the strength and the wealth of 
the nation. 

M, Against the ^' strength'* of the landed in- 
terest it would be in vain for me to contend, since 
it is great enough to domineer over every other ; 
but I presume the monied interest must be the 
" wealth'* of the nation, and it is the defalcation 
of this that makes us so miserably poor at pre- 
sent. Three fier cents, at sixty-two and a frac- 
tion, guineas at twenty -one shillings a piece, and 
dollars at no price, — these are the ills of the 
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country. We are "on the verge, nay, in the 
gulf of bankruptcy." 

J>r, So said Mr. Pitt concerning France, eigh- 
teen years ago ; and yet France,lightened of her 
obligations by paying a soua in the LouiS^ (the 
full value of any thing of that name,) like other 
bankrupts, has begun the world again, and al- 
ready struts and crows in the face of John Bull, 
who, like an honest trader, scorns to cheat his 
creditors, or even to compound with them : — 
though, I tremble while I say it, unless he does 
compound, and that soon, both he and they must 
go down together into a bottomless abyss. 

0. Hold there ; the sinking fund wilj prevent 
that. We should be rolling in riches if it were 
not for the parsimonious issues of ^aper from 
the Bank of England. Till the directors are 
more accomodating in their discounts, how is it 
possible that either commerce or agriculture can 
be carried on with a circulating medium utterly 
disproportioned to their exigencies? I wonder 
what can be the meaning of the scarcity of bank 
notes ; I am sure there is nq scarcity of the raw 
material. 

P. No, truly ; rags are plentiful enough : 
though folks are forced to wear them so tl>in now, 
that they can scarcely be stiffened to hold to- 
gether in the shape of paper, — especially coun- 
try bank paper, for that which is town-made 
(from its connexion with government,! suppose,) 
keeps its place like the king*s ministers, with 
marvellous pertinacity. We should all be set 
at liberty, if the restriction upon cash-payments 
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were taken off, and the directors were fiermiue(( 
to exchange their notes for gold. 

Q. Pish ! that is all a golden dream. It is 
high time 'for the nation to be awakened from it. 
All the gold in the kingdom, collected and pour- 
ed into the treasury, would hardly pay half a 
year's taxes. For a quarter of a century past 
we have had a government of lawyers: how could 
we expect any thing but grievances, quarrels, 
heart burnings and beggary in the issue from 
such a tribe ? Look at the statute book, and you 
would think they had nothing to do, — or rather 
that they had done nothing else,-^but to mul- 
tiply acts of parliament for the emolument of 
their own fraternity. 

R. It is better to have a government of law- 
yers than be brought under a military despotism, 
of which we were in no small danger, let me tell 
jou, from the infatuated attachment in a certain 
quarter to cocked hats and Hessian boots, laced 
button-holes, feathers, gorgels, horse-tails, and 
trumpery of every kind, colour, and fashion, to 
disguise and degrade human nature. A stand- 
ing army in lime of peace is a standing curse. I 
would rather see my country rushing with naked 
breast on the bayonets of her enemies, than stab- 
bed in her sleep by the guards at her chamber- 
door. Disband the army, restore the navy; the 
wooden walls of old. England are rotting round 
her coasts, while barracks are darkening all the 
region with their shadows. 

*5. For my part I wish the wooden walls of 
q}4 £ngland were metamorphosed into mer* 
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chants' ships, and the barracks demolished and 
built up into cottages ; I would have no soldiers 
in the country but Chelsea, and no sailors but 
Greenwich pensioners. 

T, Neither army nor navy would hurt us in 
peace, and they are our right hand and our left 
in war^— if encouragement was given to the in* 
genuity of our mechanics, and the enterprise of 
our merchants. When we had the power both 
of the sword and the balance in our hands, at the 
congress of Vienna, and afterwards at Paris, we 
should not have been content to give away all 
the gains of the war to our enemies as well as 
our allies, and reserve nothing to ourselves but 
the glory of our arms, which even our plenipo- 
tentiaries could not negotiate away ;— wc ought 
to have stipulated with every nation for free ac- 
cess to all its provinces with all our commodi- 
ties. Had we but a clear ground and fair play- 
on the Continent, notwithstanding the enormous 
pressure of taxation, our improvements in ma- 
chinery for the abridgement of labour would ena- 
ble us to meet, if not to undersell, the foreign 
manufacturer in his own market. Without com- 
merce during the late war, our fleets and armies 
-would have been as motionless and impotent as 
stuffed scarecrows in a corn-field, on which the 
birds themselves perch to pick the grain out of 
the husks which they have stolen. It was nei- 
ther infantry, cavalry, marines, sailors, militia, 
nor even volunteers, that saved the country and 
delivered Europe ; it was spinners and weavers^ 
cutlers and frame-workers, colliers and ironfoun- 
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dcrs. The weapons, loo, with which ihe con- 
quest was achieved were neither cannons nor 
muskets, bayonets nor Bwords, but steam-en- 

fines, cotton-mills, anvils, and stocking-loonis. 
'hese implements in their hands were invinci- 
ble in war, and in peace they would have been 
not less victorious aga,inst all competition. 

U, Yet the very men that wielded these 
wonderful arn^s so triumphantly, are now break- 
ing them to pieces in despair, as instruments of 
mischief to themselves, in making work, which 
is too scarce without them, scarcer still. The 
misrepresentation of the people in parliament 

.is the cause of all our sufferings, and till we 
Iiave a radical reform in the bouse of commons, 
times will never mend with us. 

F. The people are as well represented as 
they deserve to be in parliament. They them- 
selves are the most diversified race of animals 
in the world, and the House of Commons is the 
most motley assembly of beings that ever met 
in the character of legislators. Is there a man 

-in the three kingdoms, beneath the peerage 
itself, who could not find his counterpart there, 
and consequently his representative ? We want 
economy, and we want nothing else, to redeem 
us from all our difficulties; and economy the 
present ministers are determined to exercise. 

TV, Penny-wise and pound-foolish in truth 
they are. Let them sacrifice some of their own 
emoluments, and then they may claim some 
credit for a disposition to spare the people's 
pockets. 
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X, The labourer is worthy of his hire: if the 
ministers are honest men, they will earn their 
salaries by their services ; and I would not ask 
them to give up a farthing beyond their quota, 
with his Majesty's other lieges; but they ought 
to abolish all sinecure places and pensions. 

Y, Sinecure places and pensions are the just 
rewards of honourable deeds ; without them you 
would neither have statesmen, warriors, patriots^ 
loyalists, politicians, nor even poets. There is 
a fund which might be very well expended in 
aid of our distressed fellow-subjects; the droits 
of admiralty would be much better distributed 
among paupers than princes. 

Z. The droits of admiralty are the property 
of the sovereign, to dispose of as he pleases. 
If money must be wasted on the poor, let it be 
their own money ; let them subscribe for them- 
selves the weekly pennies which they squander 
m Bibles and Testaments, or send away beyond 
season missionary schemes. 

There was something so grotesque and yet so 
shrewd in this recommendation, and the tone in 
which it was delivered, that the five-and-twenty 
brethren of this youngest and most perverse 
letter in the alphabet stood confounded, not 
knowing whether it had been seriously advanc- 
ed, or sarcastically thrown out, as the' climax of 
their own absurd and extravagant reveries. One 
and all, however,' they protested against it. Z 
opened the door to slink away, when in came a 
little crooked thing, shaped like a crab, and like 
a crab walking side->ways, which always puts an 
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end to alphabetical controversies, and without 
saying a syllable itself, implies all that has not 
been said by others, — consequently the best ar- 
guments in most cases. At the sight of this 
nondescript, which is neither word, letter, nor 
numeral, (followed by its usual adjunct, little c,) 
all the disputants fled, leaving the field to &c. 
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A SCENE, 

^ 
NOT TO BE FOUND IN ANY PLAY. 

How much the country was benefitted by the 
deliberations of the Alphabet in 1816, recorded 
in the foregoing pages, will appear by the follow- 
ing scene, not indeed to be found in any play, 
but which had a run of unparalleled popularity,^ 
having been acted daily by " His Majesty's Ser- 
vants," in every part of his English dominions, 
djuring the whole year of 1821, andy with a few 
various readings, being still a stock piece. 

SoBNE. ji market-filace in a little town* 
While the shofikeefiera' apfirentices are taking 
down the window -shutters^ and sweefiing the 
doors J their masters and other inhabitants as- 
semble round the cross. The Grocer and the 
Draper meet first: the others gradually join 
the fiarty as their names occur in the dialogue. 

Grocer.. Good morrow, neighbour. 

Draper. Good morrow. Sir; how are ye? 
Grocer. Bravely, thank ye ; — it's a fine morn- 
ing. 

Draper. Yes, Sir, yes; but it rained last 
night, Sir. 

Grocer. So it did I bejieve ; was there ever 
such weather in the world ? 

Draper. Were there ever such times, Sir ? 

Vol. I.— Q 
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No wonder, Sir, the weather should go wrong 
when every thing else does. 

Grocer. What I are you grumbling about 
hard fare ? 

Draficr. It would be strange if I. had not 
neighbour's fare, Sir; andthat's hard enough , 
Sir. 

Grocer, Aye, and I know it ; why the- very 
last thing last night, — I could scarcely sleep for 
dreaming of it. I sold a pound of farthing 
candles for seven-pence halfpenny, which would 
have fetched thirteen pence a fdw years ago. 

Drafier. If they were still sold for thirteen - 
pence, Sir, pray would you put the difference 
in your pocket. Sir? 

Grocer. No, to be sUre; but it would have 
been in some-body's pocket. 

Draper. Not in the pockets where it ought 
to be, and where it i*. Sir. 

Grocer. Which be they? 

Drafter . The pockets of those that bum far- 
thing-candles. Sir, if they have any pockets left, 
after the stripping and rag-making of the war ; 
—but only think, Sir, how we drapers are suf- 
fering ; a yard of muslin for six-pence, and hand- 
kerchiefs for twoTpence a piece, — positively 
two-pence a piece. Sir. — -I should like to sell 
you three hundred dozen at the price. 

Grocer. I am much obliged to you, half the 
quantity would wear out my nose, if it were to 
last forty years yet. But surely you don't lose 
by your great bargains ; you buy as cheap as ytu 
sell? 
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Drafter, Yes, Sir, yes ; and a little cheaper 
too, or how could I make a living ? 

Baker, Living, gentlemen, living ! Can you 
live and grumble 1 

Grocer, Aye, sure ; what does and English- 
man live for beside ? 

Baker. Why there's something in that; 
bakers can grumble too, but how they are to' 
live would puzzle the pope. The quartern loaf 
that used to be eighteen-pence is barely six- 
pence now ; and can any mian alive get bread at 
such a starvation price ? 

Drafter. Millions, Sir, millions, who could 
get it at no other ; so scarce is money now-a- 
days. 

Baker. You're merry, Mr. Gingham; but 
it's no laughing matter for us, who make bread 
for every body "but ourselves^ as markets go; 
and yet it's all along of the farmers who wtV/sell 
their corn so cheap. 

Farmer, Indeed, Master Crusty, farmers will 
because they mu9t ; and can you find a better 
reason? When one can get no more than a 
guinea a load for wheat which once fetched three 
times as much, what^s a body to do, think ye? 
. Grocer. Take it, and be thankful too, you 
unmerciful fellow; poor folks can't give you 
war-price^s when peace has ruined them all. 

Farmer, Ruined, quotha! Why peace has 
been the making of half of them ; did you ever 
see so many beggars' brats running about the 
lanes and hedges ? And then hasn't it hindered 
war from being the death of another half of the 
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vagabonds, that for want of being killed off as 
they used to be, like brave fellows, are forced to 
kill themselves, in a low way, by drunkenness 
and all ^orts of knavery, that don't do the work 
half so fast as powder and shot would. But 
farmers, indeed, farmers are always to be blam- 
ed, whether bread's dear or cheap. Our trade's 
like nobody else's : when there are most mouths 
dnd most call, d'ye see, for eatables, there ought 
to be the best price, in common sense ; and yet 
I known't how it is, the more demand there is 
for corn, the more a drug it is. And then it's 
so provoking, there's all the bad weather this 
last harvest ; I don't see that it has done a bit of 
good : neither smut nor sprout will mend the 
crop to us. ^ 

Draper. You chop logic like straw, Sir ; and 
winnoi^ your arguments like chaff, which indeed 
they are. Sir, begging your pardon ;— *the price 
of grain depends not upon mouths but means. 

Baker, True ; and yet because a man has a 
mouth, atp I bound to find bread for it, though 
I am a baker ? {Aside. I do by the bye.) There's 
most demand for your articles and mine. Master 
Ciod-pole, when there's least money in the 
country, so that neither of us are any better for 
the wants and scatits of our neighbours. 

Banker'9 Clerk. Money !-rth ere is little 
enough of that, though there is nothing in the 
world so easy to make. 

Grocer. I wish you would teach me the secret. 

Draper. And me, Sir ; me. 

Baker. Me too, if you please. 
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jParmer. I'd thank ye for a hint in the same 
way, if yoQ have one to spare, when you have 
served these gentry. 

Banker's Clerk. Ferbum sat, as I was taught 
at the free grammar school. A word to the wise 
will make you all so in this case.— -The country 
has been brought to poverty ,-^aye to bank- 
ruptcy, by a return to cash-payments. Paper 
currency is the only natural circulating medium, 
— it is the life-blood of a wealthy nation ; gold 
stagnates in its veins; and John Bull will never 
go well on his two legs-— agriculture and com- 
merce—till sovereigns are sent abroad to subsi- 
dize the Holy Alliance^ and ,bank -notes, espe- 
cially provincial ones, become as plentiful as they 
were in 1812. 

Drafier. Bank notes would set many people 
on their legs again as well as John Bull, if they 
were to be had at all at the present rate, when 
they will buy twice as much of any thing (ex- 
cept taxes and poor rates, which nothing can 
reduce) as they would when they were so dirt- 
cheap that an acre of l^nd could hardly be had 
for an acre of paper* 

Builder, T'other scale's uppermost now ; and 
house and land are in the dirt. If I had an hand- 
ful of Abraham JVewiandsj as they were when I 
got them by thousands, — Henry Haaes they are 
now, I believe, but I have had so little acquaint- 
ance lately with this last gentleman, that I 
scarcely know his mark ;— but if I had a hand- 
ful of such bank notes, as were mere brick and 
mortar, lath and plaster, in my best days, I could 
Q2 
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buy a borough town, corporation and all, with 
what w6uld hardly haVe built a loan contractor's 
dog-kennel ten years ago. 

Tinker. Where's the good of bank notes ? 
say I. — banknotes have cost hundreds of hon- 
est folks their lives, by tempting them to com- 
mit forgery, and be hanged to them. Give me 
guineas again !-*-! hate sovereigns—and radical 
reform ;— don't mistake me; I meati, give me 
radical reform as well as guineas, not that I hate 
it as I do sovereigns, though Master School- 
master there is chuckling at my parts of speech 
as if they weren't as good as his bad grammar. 
-—Yet I shall as soon expect to see the time 
when there's an end of corruption, as when gui- 
neas shall be plenty in every body's pocket. 
Till then, however, take my word for it^^-and, 
till there's not a parliament-man to be bought^ 
or sold in the three kingdoms^ — nothing else 
can be bought or sold at a fair price. 

Schoolmaster: Well, you have opened your 
budget to some tune, Master Tinker; and to do 
you justice, the contents of it deserve a place in 
the Minister's green bag, with state apartments 
for yourself, next door to the lions and tigers in 
the Tower. For my part, I am a loyal man ; so 
away with radical reform : give me the British 
Constitution, and the roast-beef of Old England 
for ever ! 

Grazier. Beef, marry ! why you have it six- 
pence a pound lower than the oxen can afford to 
lay it on their bones; of one thing I'm sure, if 
the bullocks grow &t at the present Smithfield 
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prices, their breeders clon% and if we take to 
drinking to drown care, ale's so dear that the 
pocket's empty before the noddle's full. 

Landlord of the Brown Bear, Ale dear, Mas- 
ter Suet?-^Take off the Excise, the malt and 
hop tax, and there will remain just so much of 
the price as you may put in your eye and see no 
urorse when you are as blind drunk, or as dead 
drunk, as your heart could wish. A publican 
can't afford to brew honest beer, and yet he dare 
brew no other, the penalties are so. heavy, and 
the competition is so great ;-^we must make it 
good to sell it at all, which we do— 

Drafier, For nothing, hey. Sir ? 

Landlord. No, Sir; for worse than nothings— 
for atrafi : I'd as lief lose the reckoning at once 
as chalk it on the door, to remind me a hundred 
times a day that I have lost it. 

Carrier, All your complaints are comforts 
compared to mine. Look at my establishixient, 
<x>aches, waggons, fly-boats, all blown up by 
steam ! Some few may thrive on this vapour, 
but it will be death to the industrious classes, 
for steam will soon do all their labour, while 
they look on and starve. I am for people work- 
ing with their hands in the old-fashioned way; 
were every body to do so, there would be con- 
stant employment and unfailing markets for our 
wares. 

Cutler, That I deny. In my country we 
have nothing but hands to work with, and yet to 
tell you the truth, the town is come to the pa- 
rish,, because it has so many hands. Steam, enr 
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<< I made a posy, while the day ran by ; 
* Here will I smell my remnant out, and tie 

M^ life within this band :' 
But Time did beckon to the flowers, and they 
By noon roostVunningly did steal away, 

And withered in my hand/' Hbbbbbt. 



Mutability is the everlasting theme of lamen- 
tation with poets, historians, orators and mora- 
lists, and yet, say what they will against it, they 
could do very little without it. The world, 
through all its forms, might as wcH be a block 
of cast iron, whose blackness, sameness, and ri- 
gidity, would be happily exchanged for the pic- 
turesque colouring, and curious. excavations of 
rust itself, were it not for that incessantly operat- 
ing principle of vicissitude through external 
things, which is rather discovered in its effects 
than remarked in its progress, and which in fact 
is the principle of self-renovation in nature, 
though mysteriously disguised under perpetual 
self-destruction. Of Rome itself, "the eternal 
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city,^ as it is proudly denominated even by its 
present ephemeral tenants, it has been fancifully 
yet truly said, that '' nothing is oermanent there, 
but that which is always passmg away;" the 
river remains, though the seven hills on which 
the metropolis of the world was built have been 
lost for ages under the ruins of palaces and 
temples, of which they were once the lofty and 
immovable foundations : so that, as one of its 
poets hath sung, 
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'< Roma in Roma ricerco.'* Filicaya. 
In vun I seek for Rome in Rome. ^ 

Were we to select some mountain in the 
midst of a tropic wilderness, where the foot of 
man hath never trod, nor his hand for one mo- 
ment interrupted the course of nature from 
the hour when the waters of the deluge left the 
solitary elevation bare to the influences of the 
heavens; the action of sunshine, rain, and storms, 
through four thousand years unremittingly mo- 
difying its s\irface ;<-^and could we be presented 
with accurate pictures of its respective appear- 
ances from ceiiiury to century, there cannot be 
a doubt that eath would be so dissimilar from 
all the rest as to be perfectly distinguishable. 
The bulk, the face, the produce, and many other 
features of a huge heap of earth, with a crest of 
rocks upon its brow, thus left to itself and the 
elements, would probably exhibit such alternate 
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progress, both of decay «nd renewal, that even 
the History of a Hill might be rendered an in- 
teresting work. 

For example :— we should read how the rag- 
ged and angular crags on its peak were insensi- 
bly worn down by the tread of Time, till they 
became comparatively smooth prominences, 
ricnly tinted with lichens and mosses ;•— hoj^r its 
naked sides were from season to season clothed 
with grass, and flowers, and plants of increasing 
variety, as fresh seeds were wafted by winds, or 
scattered by birds upon its soil ; — how a forest 
at length overshadowed it, which for hundreds 
of years was the haunt of wild beasts, and deadly 
serpents, till the lightning of heaven, striking 
suddenly in the midst, fired a dead trunk, from 
which the tempest drove the flames among the 
multitude of living trees, and consumed the 
whole to ashes ;•— how in a few years a luxuri- 
ant jungle of underwood covered this desola- 
tion, and gave food as well as shelter to the 
weaker, animals, when they fled from the lion 
and the leopard in the chace; — how again all 
this beauty was laid waste by a volcanic erup- 
tion, that converted the mountain into a furnace, 
which, however, in the lapse of ten generations 
of the race of man, burned itself out, and left a 
hideous mass of crude cinders, for the invisible 
hand of Providence, ever secretly working good 
out of evil, again to mould into symmetry, and 
replenish with new bounties for new almoners 
among brute creatures. Thus, to say nothing 
of the marvellous events in the lives of worms 
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under its turf, or the reyolutions of empires in 
ant-hills on its surface, the very changes of as- 
pect which a mountain assumes in the course 
of an existence coeval with the sun and moon, 
though so slow as to be perceptible only by com- 
parisons made at intervals of ages, prove that 
mutability furnishes inexhaustible materials for 
instruction and entertainment, in the stories 
which she tells, and the morals which she teaches 
to those who c^ri understand the language 
wherein she speaks to man, — himself the most 
fickle of beings under her dominion. 

And yet, amidst continual change, we feel 
always at rest ; nor, till we reflect on what is 
already past, do we discover that the present, 
too, is passing away. Every moment ends one' 
year and begins another; the earth in its peren- 
nial revolutions is unceasingly touching those 
points in its orbit which it touched twelve months 
before^ and antecedently up to the creation, with 
comparatively slight, though progressively re- 
gular deviation. As the sun and stars seem to 
stand still in the firmament, while their advance 
can on^y be ascertained by their having visibly 
removed from one station to another ; and as the 
increase or failure of light in the course of the 
day is utterly indistinguishable from instant to 
instant, though readily traced from hour to hour, 
— so, to perceive the lapse of time, we must 
take our stand in the midst of perpetual motion, 
and from fixed periods, marked by conventional 
signs, measure in thought the intervals that> di- 
vide them. Thus days, and weeks, and months, 

Vol. I.— R 
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and years, are computed, and we have perfectly 
definite notions of these; while a moment, in its 
origin^ duration, and issue,' as a link of an indis- 
soluble chain, connected with all that ever was, 
or will be, in this universe, — a moment is as in- 
comprehensible as an eternity. 

Every instant not only ends a year, and begins 
one, but on an average gives birth to one being 
of our species, and carries another to -the grave ; 
life and death, thus playing into ea^h other's 
hands, keep man always alive upon the earth, 
while men are incessantly dying. Nor is subtle, 
insensible, everlasting change confined to the 
idea of time; it is an innate quality of all the 
organized forms of nature, (and probably of all 
its brute matter,) which spring up, flourish and 
decay by a process so exquisite, that Omnis- 
cience alone can understand what Omnipotence 
alone could produce. Were we to fix our eye 
upon a plant from the first green speck of its 
appearance above ground, — were we to mark it 
with unsleeping and intense curiosity till it blos- 
somed, and seeded, and withered, — In all that 
space we should never be able to see it gfrow at 
all, though that it had grown might be apparent, 
in the first stages, between every sunrise and 
sunset, and its ripening and decline afterwards 
would be not less palpably, though more slowly 
developed. 

If we duly consider ourselves, we shall feel 
a$ well as acknowledge, that we are *' fearfully 
and wonderfully made.** dur bodies -are sub- 
jects of transmutations equally imperceptible 
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and unremitting with those which take place 
throughout inanimate nature : the whole econo- 
my of existence, — growth, nourishment, sleep, 
complexion, feature, health, strength, Sec. — is 
altogether independent of our choice ; " we live, 
and move, and have our being," as involuntarily 
as we were bom, and as we shall die ; nor is there 
any thing in the world of spirits more hidden 
from human scrutiny than that most obvious fact 
and greatfiBt secret of life,— our life itself. Wc 
kaow that we live, but we know nothing more ; 
-^whence ? how ? why ? what ? and twenty other 
monosyllables would puzzle all the schools to 
answer, and keep them puzzled to the end of 
days, without even approaching to a satisfactory 
solution. Were an infant to be watched from 
its first iiour through childhood, youth, matu- 
rity, old age, as uninterruptedly as we have 
presumed a plant to be watched through hi 
season,— ^be growth of that breathing form 
would be utterly invisible to the eye fixed for 
ever upon it, though the gaze were as keen as 
the fascination of a serpent ; yet while the ob- 
jeet, f|om moment to moment, seemed as un- 
changeable as the blue sky, the truth might be 
evident, in each^ of its stages, from one brief 
date to another, that it had been all the while as 
variable as the clouds, which are never for two 
seconds the same in colour, shape, and size. 

This may be deemed a very absurd and im- 
possible case, and literally it is so ; but has not 
eadb of ys, from the cradle to the grave, such a 
witness at our side of all we are, or have, or 
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seek, or do«— ^a witness to all our thoughts, and 
words, and feelings ? Not that by this mysteri- 
ous persons^e is meant either a good or an evil 
spirit ; no, nor even the great Ood himself; but 
a real being of our own species, one of like 
passions with ourselves, under whose eye, in 
whose mind, and before whose presence, it may 
be said, we are continually, whether sleeping or 
waking, alone or in company, however engaged, 
and wherever we be. Parents, kindrfd, friends, 
acquaintance, strangers, all whom we know or 
encountert in our journey through time,.«re fel-* 
low-travellers with us only for a few stages, or 
a few steps ; — ^the secret and swift witness here 
alluded to goes with us all the way. 

A brute lives only in the present ; and what- 
ever portion of memory, or mode of thought, 
it may be contended that mere animals hare, 
there is no evidence that they ever spontane- 
ously exercise either, or possess the »culty of 
self-reflection in any degree. They look down- 
ward and onward, but never behind, or above, 
or within. Man as a spirit is perfectly distinct 
from man as an animal ; so that, having a double 
part to bear through life^— to act and to reflect 
on his actions,— in the latter character he be- 
comes as genuine a spectator of himself, as any 
by-stander would be who overlooked him day 
and night, and saw into the recesses of his soul. 
It is true that this perpetual witness of our 
thoujghta and their issues is frequently deceived, 
but It is because he delights to deceive Jiimselfi 
since it is no more necessary for him to see Any 
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thing that comes under his sole inspection in a 
false light, than it is for one neighbour to see 
another with two noses on his face, or two faces 
to his head; but if a man will squint when he 
looks at bis fellow-creatures he may ; then of 
course they will appear to him as ludicrously 
distorted as be makes them ; add if a man will 
squint, with a very contrary effect, when he 
looks at himself with the introverted eye of the 
mind, he may please his foolish imagination by 
appearing as wise, as good, and as great as-— he 
is not. 

But the. int^lectual man, by the power of 
self-scrutiny^ is not only as insulated a spectator 
through life of his own purposes and deeds, as 
either a recording or an accusing angel could 
be ; but when he chooses to be honest, he is as 
trulj disinterested and impartial an evidence as 
Justice herself could require, in testifying con- 
cerning them at the bar of conscience. On the 
return of every birth-day anniversary, if at no 
other timei an assize ought to be held by each 
of us in that inexorable court, from the decisions 
of which, severe as they are, it is well for U9 that 
there lies an appeal before the h?gher tribunal 
of heaven. It behoves us th^n, individually, to 
summon that witness to a closet examination in 
our own hearts, touching the occurrences of the 
year that is past, so far as we have been actors 
or sufferers in them ; and though while he has 
been present with us, feeling every pulse, and 
marking jvery breath, it may not have appear^ 
ed to him, from one throb or aspiration to an- 
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Other, that any change was taking place, yet on 
the comparative retrospect of twelve months h« 
can assuredly convince us, that if, likethe^arth, 
we have seemed to be at rest, like the earth also 
we have been carried forward in our course by 
a motion too rapid to be felt ; while, not like 
her in an orbit revolving into itself, but in aline 
as level as the sunbeam, and darting as dweetly 
to its termination, we have been passing through 
unresisting space into unknown eternity. Here, 
then, let each take his stand, and think for him* 
self,— "for himself alone^-^since no other man can 
do it for him, or do him any good with thinking, 
what he has been, what he is, and what he wUl 
be for ever, remembering that the first cannot be 
altered, the second is changing every instant, 
and the third depends on the issue of both. 

A lady had written on a card, and placed, in 
her garden-house, on the top of an hour-glass, 
a beautifully simple stanza from one of the fu- 
gitive pieces of the Northamptonshire bard, 
John Clare : it was at that season of the year 
when the flowers were in their highest glory. 

"Xo think df Si^nmers yet to come 

That I am not to see ! 
To think a "weed is yet to bloom 

From dust that I shall be !" 

The next morning she found the following 
lines pencilled on the back of the same card : 
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"To think) when heaven and earth are fled, 

And times and seasons o'er ; 
When all that can die shall be dead, 

That I roust die no more I 
Ah ! where will then my portion be ? 

How shall I spend eternity ? 
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